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Procuring  a  repeating  rifle,  the  Irishman  now  began  to  blaze  away  at  the  ghosts.  At  the  sound  of 
the  first  shot  they  paused.  The  second  shot  caused  them  to  look  upward.  And 
at  the  third  shot  they  dropped  Pomp  and  scattered. 
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By  «  NONAME.” 


CHAPTER  I. 

SAVED  FROM  DEATH. 

It  was  on  a  cold  winter  day,  the  roaring  wind  was 
driving  the  flakes  of  a  heavy  snowstorm  upon  the  village 
of  Sea  Cliff,  and  the  surf  was  booming  in  along  the  shore 
with  fierce  energy. 

As  the  village  church  bell  chimed  the  hour  of  nine  a 
small  fishing  smack,  under  double-reefed  sails,  came  racing 
through  the  inlet  into  the  bay,  with'  her  scuppers  ripping 
through  the  water  from  being  keeled  over  too  far. 

Thye  was  only  one  man  on  the  hoat,  and  he  was  clad 
in  a  suit  of  oilskins  and  stood  at  the  tiller,  managing 
the  frail  craft  with  the  skill  and  courage  of  a  veteran  sea¬ 
man. 

He  was  about  fifty  years  old,  tall  and  brawny,  and  his 
bronzed  face  was  partly  covered  by  a  closely  trimmed  beard 
and  mustache. 

There  was  a  ghastly  pallor  in  his  face  and  a  feverish 
expression  in  his  keen  blue  eyes,  induced  bj  the  thoughts 
passing  through  his  mind. 


“I’m  sorry  this  storm  compels  me  to  put  into  tliis  bay 
for  shelter,”  he  muttered,  “but  I  guess  I’ve  given  the  blood¬ 
thirsty  villains  the  slip  and  thwarted  their  evil  designs 
upon  me.  The  little  craft  couldn’t  stand  the  gale  and 
rough  seas  any  longer' outside,  that  was  evident.  I  ll  have 
to  make  a  landing  here  for  the  night  to  get  something  to 
eat.” 

Just  then  a  slant  of  the  gale  swung  the  boat  around. 
Altliough  there  was  a  lighthouse  on  the  headland,  the 
lone  sailor  failed  to  see  the  sunken  snag,  toward  which 
his  boat  lurched. 

The  next  moment  the  bow  struck  a  rock. 

A  heavy,  grinding  crash  followed. 

It  flung  the  man  down,  and  a  flood  of  water  gushed 
into  the  boat  through  the  ugly  hole  torn  in  the  plank¬ 
ing. 

“Heavens !  I’ve  wrecked  her !”  gasped  the  man. 
Scrambling  to  his  feet  he  saw  the  water  pouring  in  and 
he  made  an  effort  to  steer  the  sinking  boat  toward  the 
shore. 

He  felt  uneasy,  for  he  could  not  swim,  and  as  the  storm 
was  so  intense  he  failed  to  see  the  land. 
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Before  the  boat  had  gone  ten  yards  toward  the  light¬ 
house  she  capsized  and  the  hardy  stranger  was  thrown  into 
the  water. 

It  seemed  as  if  he  was  doomed  to  drown  there. 

He  floundered  about  in  the  water  for  a  moment 
and  just  as  he  gave  up  all  hope  his  Augers  clutched  the 
capsized  boat. 

Eagerly  fi.xiug  a  grip  on  the  frail  craft  he  prevented 
himself  from  going  down,  and  clung  there  with  fast  wan¬ 
ing  strength. 

% 

Several  times  he  tried  to  clamber  upon  the  heaving  hull, 
but  each  attempt  proved  to  be  a  failure. 

It  was  a  desperate  battle,  and  wljen  he  found  how  un» 
successful  his  efforts  were,  he  shrieked : 

“Help!  Help!  Help!” 

It  seemed  useless  to  cry  out,  though,  for,  the  blustery 
wind  carried  his  hoarse  voice  away,  and  the  roaring  of 
the  surf  in  the  inlet  drowned  his  tones  eompletely. 

A  few  minutes  afterward  the  port  lights  of  another  ves¬ 
sel  gleamed  dully  through  the  flying  flakes. 

He  saw  them,  and  his  heart  gave  a  throb  of  joy. 

“Help!  Help!”  he  cried  frantically,  again. 

The  incoming  craft  was  so  near  that  her  crew  readily 
heard  his  voice  then,  and  she  came  up  in  the  wind  close 
by  him. 

“Ahoy!  Who’s  that?”  yelled  a  man  on  her  deck. 

The  half-drowned  man  now  caught  a  good  view  of  the 
craft,  and  the  look  of  hope  and  happiness  fled  from  his 
face  and  gave  place  to  an  expression  of  supremo  hor¬ 
ror. 

“Heaven  help  mo!”  he  gasped.  “It’s  my  pursuer — ^the 
Dragon — and  there  is  Dan  Scott  and  his  whole  crew  ready 
to  pounce  upon  me  after  the  mighty  efforts  I’ve  been  mak¬ 
ing  to  escape  them !” 

Just  then  the  lookout  in  th^  bow  caught  view  of  the 
wrecked  man’s  fcjiturcs  as  the  port  light  gleamed  upon 
him. 

He  gave  a  shout  of  triumph. 

<‘\Vliy — it’s  Captain  Ben  Buntlino!”  ho  cried. 

“Is  tliat  the  Fox  capsized?”  demanded  another. 

“Yes,  sir;  it  must  be.” 

“Luck  favors  us  then,  my  lads.” 

“Hurrah!”  shouted  the  sailors. 

“Haul  him  alward,  and  it  won’t  be  flve  minutes  before 
I  cither  know  bis-secrcts  or  put  a  bullet  in  his  brain  !” 

“That’s  Scott  speaking!”  groaned  the  captain,  in  despair, 
“and  he  will  keep  his  word,  too.” 

'riic  helmsman  now  began  to  maneuver  the  big  schooner 
closer  to  the  half-submerged  man. 


Captain  Bnntline  saw  that  capture  was  almost  inevitable, . 
and  he  shouted  for  Irelp  again  at  the  top  of  Jjis  voice, 

Once  more  he  was  heard. 

A  young  man  had  been  coming  down  the  rocks  from  the  | 
lighthouse,  clad  in  a  sealskin  coat,  cap  and  gloves,  when 
the  appeal  for  aid  pealed  out  and  reached  his  ears. 

He  was  a  powerful  youth,  with  a  dashing  air^  and  a 
startled  look  mantled  his  handsome  features  and  gleamed 
in  his  blue  eyes. 

This  personage  was  Frank  Ecade,  Jr.,  a  famous  young 
inventor  of  electrical  diving-boats,  traction  engines  and 
airships. 

I 

He  lived  in  grand  style  in  the  village  of  Keadestown,  was 
very  rich,  and  had  gono  to  the  lighthouse  that  night  to 
see  the  skipper,  who  was  an  old  friend  of  his. 

Seeing  the  schooner’s  lights  and  fearing  a  wreck,  he  ran 
down  to  the  shore,  embarked  in  a  skiff  and  rowed  out  to¬ 
ward  the  Dragon. 

As  he  drew  near  be  saw  the  capsized  smack,  with  Cap¬ 
tain  Buntline  clinging  to  it,  and  observed  some  sailors  on 
the  big  schooner  trying  to  reach  him  with  a  boathook. 

“It’s  a  capsized  smack,”  muttered  Frank,  “and  there’s 
only  one  man  in  view.  I  wonder  if  any  were  drowned  ?” 

‘^Stop  pushin’  that  hook  away!”  yelled  one  of  the  Drag^ 
on’s  crew.  H 

“No,  I  won't,”  retorted  the  captain.  “I  won’t  let  you 
get  me  aboard  that  craft.  I’ll  drown  myself  first.” 

“Don’t  make  a  fool  of  yourself!” 

“Oh,  I  know  what  you  want,  but  I  toll  you  once  for 
all  that  I'll  never  divulge  my  secret  to  you !” 

“Are  you  in  earnest?”  demanded  Dan  Scott,  who  was 
a  hulking  big  man,  with  a  long  red  mustache,  and  he  raised 
a  boathook  he  held  in  his  hands  with  a  threatening  ges¬ 
ture. 

“I  am,”  retorted  Buntline;  “I  swear  it!” 

“Then  I’ll  brain  you!” 

And  the  rascal  brought  down  the  boathook  and  dealt  his 
victim  a  stunning  blow  on  the  head  with  it. 

Tittering  a  groan  the  cajflain  relaxed  his  grip  cm  the 
wreck  and  fell  back  in  the  water  unconscious. 

Frank  uttered  a  cry  of  indignation. 

He  saw  Scott  raise  the  hook  again  to  deal  the  poor  fel¬ 
low  another  blow,  and  as  (piick  as  a  flasli  the  young  inventor 
drew  a  j)istol  and  fired  a,  shot  at  tlu'  wretch. 

The  I)all  struck  the  man’s  arm,  arrested  the  blow,  and 
wrung  a  yell  of  agony  from  the  villain. 

“  I’m  shot,”  lie  Iiowlcd. 

“You  coward.  I'll  teach  you  to  kill  helpless  men!”  cried 
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I-rank,  au<l  he  sent  Ins  boat  over  to  where  |  happened. 


sunk. 

The  body  rose  and  hh-ank  seized  it 
He  hauled  it  in  the  skilf. 


At  the  conclu.sion  of  the  explanation  the  skipper  pon¬ 
dered  a  few  minutes,  and  then  said  in  earnest  and  grate- 


All  hands  on  tlie  Dragon  saw  him  now,  and  he  indebted  to  you,  Mr.  Reade,  and  as  1  know 


Dan  Scott  shout  in  furious  tones :  ,  T  enn  trust  von  I  am  going  to  explain  the  animosity  of  the 

.■Kill  lUn,  boy.!  Kill  bin.l  Ho  ha.  .hot  mo,  and  noarjl  can  trust  jou,  a^  g  ^ 


I” 


is  trying  to  get  away  with  Buntline! 

Several  of  the  men  were  armed. 

They  drew  their,  revolvers  and  discharged  se\eral  shots) 

at  Frank,  the  bullets  barely  missing  him. 

“A  fight,  eh?’'  muttered  the  young  inventor,  grimly. 

“Well,  ITl  give  you  all  you  want  of  that!” 

He  was  a  dead  shot,  and  Ijegan  to  fire  at  them. 


X  VtllA  v»  -  , 

sehooner’s  crew.  It  is  a  most  wonderful  and  mysterious 
story,  but  it  is  true  as  Gospel,  and  you  will  be  a.stonished.” 
“Very  well,”  said  Frank,  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  bed. 

“Proceed,  sir.” 

“TTie  story,”  the  captain  remarked,  “is  the  hi.story  of  a 
most  peculiar  race  of  objects— ghosts,  I  may  as  well  ad¬ 
mit,  and  a  treasure  worth  millions  of  dollars.  I  am  not  a 


As  his  pistol  rang  out  again  sev 


10^1  of  the  crew  of  the  euperetitiou.  man,  and  yon  may  not  I-. '■'■j  ^ 


schooner  were  hit  and  yelled  with  pain. 


story  1  think  you  will  agree  with  me  that  the  material 


Having  no 


hit  and  yelled  P“'"'  an  island  in  the  sea,  upon  which 

desire  to  prolong  the  light,  y  ]  ^1  aiecorering  the  treasure  I  just 


rowedawaytotheheadoftlie  bay  with  his  burden.  ,  •  i  „ 

Making  a  landing  he  lifted  out  the  unconscious  man  and  |  mentioned, 
closely  examined  him. 

Buntline  was  living,  but  he  seemed  to  be  seriously  in 
jured  by  the  blow,  and  Frank  realized  that  he  must  have 
medical  attendance  at  once 

Nearby  stood  an  old  tavern,  mostly  frequented  by  fisher¬ 
men,  and  he  ran  over  to  the  veranda,  opened  the  door  and 

J  shouted : 

*  “Barney!  Come  here— quick !” 

“Hallo,  Frank,  me  lad!”  came  the  response,  and  a  wiry 
Irishman,  with  a  red  head  and  freckled  face,  ran  toward 
him,  his  face  wearing  a  look  of  great  surprise. 

He  was  a  chum  of  Frank’s,  and  resided  with  the  inven¬ 
tor. 

“Barney,  I  am  glad  you  waited  here  for  me.  Get  the 
sleigh.  There’s  a  man  out  here  badly  hurt.  I’m  going  to 
take  him  to  the  hotel  with  me.” 

The  Celt  nodded  and  hastened  off  to  the  wagon-shed. 

In  a  few  moments  he  drove  a  fine,  speedy  mare  up, 
hitched  to  a  cutter,  and  Frank  lifted  Buntline  into  it  and 
they  drove  away. 

While  going  along  he  explained  what  had  happened  and 
they  stopped  for  a  physician  and  carried  him  along  with 
them. 

The  hotel  in  which  Frank  was  stopping  was  in  the  sub¬ 
urbs,  and  they  quickly  reached  it  and  carried  the  cap¬ 
tain  in. 

Long  before  this  he  recovered,  but  was  delirious. 

Putting  him  to  bed,  the  doctor  attended  him  and  then 
departed. 

On  the  following  afternoon  Buntline  was  almost  entirely 


CHAPTER  II. 


ESCAPE  OF  THE  AERONAUTS. 


“Get  out  of  here!” 
“But  Em  an  officer- 


“Dat  makes  no  difference,  honey.” 

“And  I've  got  a  warrant  here  for  the  arrest  of  Frank 

Reade,  Jr.,  and  Captain  Buntline - ” 

Yo’  go  way,  will  yo’?” 


“Not  till  I  arrest  him.  He  shot  Captain  Daniel  Scott 
on  his  schooner- 


But  just  then  the  door  of  the  hotel  was  banged  shut  in 
the  policeman’s  face,  and  the  rest  of  the  sentence  was 
lost. 

The.  person  who  did  it  was  a  darky',  named  Pomp,  the 
inventor’s  friend. 

He  was  a  pugnacious  little  coon,  with  long  arms,  short, 
bandy  legs,  sparkling  eyes  and  a  peppery  temper. 

Pomp  had  the  reputation  of  being  a  good  cook,  a  skill¬ 
ful  electrician  and  a  regular  fire-eater. 

He  did  not  propose  to  have  Frank  arrested  for  shoot¬ 
ing  Scott,  for  he  knew  that  the  seaman  had  brought  his 
punishment  upon  himself. 

Moreover,  Frank,  Barney  and  Pomp  had  planned  to  de¬ 
part  that  day  on  a  journey  in  a  new  flying  machine  the 
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former  iiad  built,  and  if  Frank  was  arrested  the  project 
might  have  to  be  postponed  indefinitely. 

It  was  on  this  account  that  he  refused  the  officer  admis¬ 
sion. 

And  having  shut  out  the  policeman,  he  took  the  doorkey 
and  ran  upstairs  to  tell  Frank  the  news. 

Buntline  was  just  upon  the  point  of  telling  his  story  when 
Pomp  burst  into  the  room,  interrupting  him  with : 

‘‘Massa  Frank,  wot  yo’  fink?” 

“Well — what  now?” 

“A  cop  come  to  de  door  with  a  warrant.” 

“For  whom?” 

“You  and  de  captain.” 

“What  for?” 

“Puttin'  bullets  inter  Daniel  Scott.” 

“Thunder !”  ejaculated  the  captain  in  amazement.  “The 
audacity  of  that  scoundrel  is  something  appalling.  I  never 
saw  such  nerve  before.  He  must  have  landed,  located  us, 
and  now  seeks  revenge  on  you,  and  hopes  to  detain  me  so 
he  can  try  again  to  learn  my  secret.” 

“That’s  my  opinion!”  said  Frank,  with  a  frown.  “I 
don’t  mind  what  he  is  doing  so  much  as  I  do  the  delay 
he  will  cause  me.  I  was  about  to  take  my  departure  in 
the  new  airship  I  told  you  about.  Now  it  seems  I  can’t 
go.  This  is  very  annoying.” 

“Golly!  I  didn’t  let  him  in,”  said  Pomp. 

“What ?  You  kept  out  the  officer  ?” 

“To  be  sure  I  did.” 

“What  for?” 

“So  Ave  could  skip.” 

“Escape,  eh?  Well,  that  ain’t  a  bad  plan.  The  flying 
machine  is  all  ready  for  departure,  and  all  I’ve  got  to  do 
is  to  step  aboard,  turn  a  switch,  and  away  I'll  go.  I  have 
a  notion  to  do  it.  The  cau.se  justifies  my  deed.  Had  I 
not  shot  Scott  he  AA’ould  have 'murdered  you.  A  jury  would 
acquit  me.  1  therefore  see  ny  reason  for  surrendering  and 
spoiling  my  fun  to  please  Scott.” 

“And  with  what  misdeed  does  he  charge  me?”  asked  the 
skipper. 

“I  didn't  wait  to  hear.” 

“Well,  I've  committed  no'erime.” 

“Then  wliy  not  escape  witli  us?”  asked  Frank. 

“I  shall,  if  you’ll  let  me.” 

“Of  course  we  will;  hurry  and  and  get  (lres.sed.” 

“Very  well,  sir,”  said  Buntline,  getting  out  of  bed. 

“Where’s  Barney?”  asked  the  inventor. 

“Out  in  de  barn  niukin’  de  Demon  of  the  Olouds  ready, 
sah.”  ^ 

“Good!  lla!  What’s  that?” 


Bang!  Bang!  Bang!  came  a  shower  of  blows  on  the 
front  door. 

Ding-a-ling-a-ling !  rattled  the  bell,  and  the  uproar  in¬ 
creased. 

•  “Let  me  in  !”  they  heard  the  officer  yell,  angrily. 

“We'll  have  to  hurry,”  said  Frank,  uneasily.  “The  serv¬ 
ants  don't  know  Avhat's  going  on,  and  one  of  them  may 
be  stupid  enough  to  admit  him.  Once  he  serves  the  war¬ 
rant  I  will  ha\'e  no  option  but  to  submit  to  arrest.” 

“Gosh  amighty !”  e.xclaimed  Pomp,  rushing  for  the  door. 
“I  bettah  go  down  and  tell  de  servant  not  to  let  him 
in.” 

And  downstairs  he  rushed  in  hot  haste. 

“  Have  you  made  all  your  preparations  to  go  on  the  aerial 
voyage  you  mentioned,  Mr.  Eeade?”  asked  the  skipper. 

“Yes;  the  Demon  is  stocked  with  clothing,  water,  pro¬ 
visions  and  everything  necessary  for  a  long  voyage.” 

“What  a  pity  I  could  not  tell  you  my  story.” 

“You  can  do  so,  once  AA-e  are  up  in  the  air.” 

“Are  you  sure  the  machine  is  safe?” 

“Oh,  yes;  she  has  been  tested.  We  came  here  in  her 
from  EeadestoAvn.” 

“And  it  works  properly?” 

“Precisely  as  I  designed;  are  you  timid  about  going?” 

“Naturally,  as  I  neA'er  rode  in  a  balloon  before.” 

“This  is  no  balloon.” 

“It  isn’t?  Then  Avhat  is  it?” 

“You  shall  .see  when  we  get  aboard  of  her.” 

The  captain  quickly  dressed  himself. 

As  soon  as  he  was  ready,  he  said: 

“Go  ahead;  I'll  folloAv  you.” 

Frank  led  the  way  downstairs,  and  they  met  Pomp  in  the 
hall. 

The  darky  had  a  worried  look  on  his  face,  and  said : 

“  Dat  man  ain’t  knockin’  at  de  door  no  more.  I  Avas  sure 
he  didn't  go  away.  You  better  go  out  by  de  back  door,  and 
run  fo’  de  shed.  I  will  go  de  firstest,  and  if  I  have  a 
collision  wid  dat  cop.  I’ll  jump  on  him  !” 

“Bo  careful!”  cautioned  Frank. 

Pomp  hastened  out  the  back  door  into  the  yard. 

A  few  moments  ^ater  he  Avhistled,  and  taking  it  for  a  sig¬ 
nal  that  the  coast  Avas  clear,  Frank  and  the  eaj)tain  rushed 
out  and  started  for  a  big  shed  at  the  foot  of  the  garden  on 
the  bank  of  a  creek. 

'I'hey  had  not  gone  ten  steps,  hoAA'cver,  Avhen  the  officer, 
Avho  had  been  coming  around  the  house,  .saw  them. 

“Hey!”  he  yelled,  .starting  on  a  run.  “Hold  on,  Mr. 
Iteade,  I  want  you !  Stop  a  moment!” 

I''rauk  ilid  not  pause  or  look  back. 
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‘'Kuu,  captain,  faster!'’  he  muttered. 

“He's  after  us  1”  panted  Buntliue. 

mind.  Pomp  will  attend  to  him. 

And  the  coon  did. 

Seeing  tlie  officer  coming,  ho  darted  in  front  of  him, 
pretended  to  stumble  and  fall,  and  as  his  body  landed  di- 
tectly  in  the  policeman’s  way,  the  minion  of  the  law 
tripped  and  went  down  like  a  ton  of  coal. 

“Fool !”  he  roared,  savagely,,  as  he  sat  up  and  glared  at 

Pomp.  “What  did  you  do  that  for?” 

“1  didn't,”  stolidly  answered  the  black  youth,  who  sat 
opposite  the  policeman,  with  a  stupid  look  on  his  face. 

“You  tripped  me,  didn’t  you?” 

“No,’’  retorted  Pomp.  “Y'ou  fell  ober  me.” 

“I  think  you  did  it  on  purpose.” 

“  Uo  ’way  !  Wot  you  tink— I  like  dem  kicks  in  de  side  ? 
“Don’t  you  dare  to  interfere  with  me  any  more,  or  1 11 

\ock  you  up.” 

“You  don’t  say?” 

“I  do,  and  I  mean  it,  too.” 

“  So  do  I.” 

“You  clumsy  clodliopper,  you— but,  pshaw!  I’m  wast¬ 
ing  time  over  you.  I  saw  Mr.  Reade  enter  that  barn,  and 
I’ll  bet  he  wont  get  out  of  it  without  I  collar  him. 

^  •  <‘Lihink  so,  too,”  said  Pomp,  rising  slowly. 

“Tell  him  to  let  me  in  that  building.” 

“Wait  here  an’  I’ll  come  back  an’  tole  yo’  wot  he  ses.” 
“Not  much;  I’ll  go  in  with  you.” 

“Don’t  yo’  know  ebery  one  don't  gain  admittance  dere? 
“That  makes  little  difference  to  me.” 

’•  Pomp  strode  to  the  shed,  the  policeman  at  his  heels. 
Knocking  at  tl^e  door  he  sung  out : 

“  Frank !  Don’t  let  me  in ;  dere  am  a  cop  here.” 

“'Very  well,”  replied  the  inventor  inside. 

“Run  out  de  back  way.” 

“All  right!”  answered  Frank. 

Pomp  feinted  a  rush  around  the  building,  and  the  offi¬ 
cer  darted  past  him  with  eager  anxiety,  expecting  to  head 
off  the  inventor. 

The  coon  let  liim  pass. 

I  He  then  wheeled  and  dashed  at  the  door. 

•  “Open — quick !”  he  panted, 

f  The  door  was  banged  open  and  in  he  dashed. 

\  Frank  bolted  the  door  and  the  policeman,  chagrined 
at  the  deception  practiced  upon  him,  returned  in  a  tower- 
'  ing  rage. 

A  “You  fooled  me  cleverly,”  he  roared,  as  he  banged  at  the 
|l  door,  “but  I’ll  enter  if  I  have  to  break  my  way  in.” 

A  Frank  paid  no  heed  to  him. 


All  the  rest  had  boarded  the  Demon  of  the  Clouds. 
Following  them,  the  young  inventor  saw  that  the  broken 
roof  was  open,  and  he  boarded  the  machine. 

Outside  the  policeman  was  banging  the  door  with  his 
shoulder,  threatening  momentarily  to  break  it  down. 

Just  as  the  door  gave  way,  Frank  dashed  aboard  the  air¬ 
ship  and  sprang  into  the  turret. 

Here  he  pulled  a  lever  and  the  machine  ascended. 

“Come  back!”  yelled  the  frantic  officer. 

He  rushed  at  the  machine,  seized  it  with  both  hands  and 

to  his  alarm  he  was  lifted  with  it. 

Up,  up  soared  the  flying  machine. 

It  passed  through  the  open  roof.  ' 

“Help!  Help!”  howled  the  officer. 

But  no  one  came  to  his  aid  and  he  was  irresistibly  carried 

up  into  the  air. 

Up,  up  went  the  machine  several  hundred  feet. 

Then  it  paused. 

Pomp  came  out  on  deck  with  a  coil  of  rope  in  his  hand 

and  tied  one  end  to  a  ring-bolt. 

He  then  drew  a  pistol  and  approached  the  officer. 


CHAPTER  III. 


ON  BOARD  THE  FLYING  MACHINE. 


The  policeman  noticed  the  pistol  in  the  coon’s  hand  and 
thought  he  was  going  to  get  shot. 


“Don’t  fire!”  he  roared.  “Don’t  kill  me!” 


“Y’o’  amn’t  got  no  business  heah,”  sternly  said  Pomp. 

“I  know  I  did  wrong  to  seize  this  machine.” 

“Well,  yo’  had  better  get  down  right  away.” 

“How  can  I?  I  want  to  get  up  on  deck.  Help  me,  will 

you?” 

“No  sail!  Y^o’  can’t  come  up  heah.” 

“But  my  strength  is  giving  out,  and  I’ll  soon  fall.” 

“Yo’  see  dat  rope  dangling  dowm?” 

“I  do.” 

“Took  hold  ob  it.” 

“What  for?” 

“Ter  slide  down  to  der  ground.” 

“Hand  it  to  me.” 

“If  yo’  don’t  do  what  I  say— bing!” 

“Bing!  What’s  that?” 

Pomp  pointed  at  his  pistol  significantly. 

The  officer  understood  and  shuddered. 

As  soon  as  Pomp  put  the  rope  in  his  hands,  he*  slid  down 
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toward  the  ground  over  wliich  the  end  of  the  line  was 
trailing. 

The  moment  he  alighted  the  darky  hauled  up  the  rope, 
and  as  the  airship  was  lightened  by  tlie  reduction  in  weight 
it  ascended. 

I'P  it  went,  several  hundred  feet  higher. 

Finally  it  paused  and  tlie  coon  hastened  over  to  the  pilot¬ 
house,  where  Frank  stood,  steering. 

‘'I  got  rid  of  him,”  he  chuckled. 

“So  I  observed,”  assented  the  young  inventor. 

“Now  we  are  safe.” 

“You  worked  that  splendidly,”  said  the  captain,  and 
then  he  stared  around  at  the  airship  in  the  profoundest 
amazement. 

She  was  so  singular  in  appearance  that  it  was  no  won¬ 
der  he  was  astonished,  and  e.xclaimed ; 

“This  is  the  queerest  craft  on  record!” 

The  machine  consisted  of  two  aluminum  cylinders,  one 
hundred  and  fifty  feet  in  length  by  twelve  feet  in  diameter, 
at  the  largest  part,  and  were  joined  together  somewhat  like 
a  marine  catamaran. 

At  the  extreme  stern  of  each  was  a  powerful  propelling 
screw,  and  the  railed  deck  supported  a  small,  round  pilot¬ 
house. 

There  were  three  arches  of  steel  tubing,  surmounted  by 
uprights,  having  at  their  apexes  the  most  powerful  gyro¬ 
scopes,  which  by  the  extraordinary  speed  of  their  revolutions 
raised  the  Demon  skyward. 

Between  the  forward  cones  a  huge,  half-moon  shaped  rud¬ 
der  was  secured,  while  on  top  of  the  turret  stood  a  large 
searchlight. 

“You  look  amazed  at  her  appearance,”  laughed  Frank. 

“Can  you  blame  me?”  asked  Buntliue. 

“Scarcely;  but  you  see  she  works  like  a  clock.” 

“I  never  saw  such  marvelous  adjustments  before,  sir.” 

“Come  in  here,  and  I'll  let  you  see  what  actuates  her.” 

The  captain  complied. 

He  found  tlie  turret  to  be  handsomely  furnished.  Upon 
the  walls  there  hung  various  kinds  of  meteorological  instru¬ 
ments;  there  was  a  wheel  controlling  the  rudder,  a  com¬ 
pass  and  a  marble  lever  board. 

The  machine  worked  by  electricity,  ns  was  shown  by 
the  numerous  cut-outs,  switches,  voltmeters  and  other  simi¬ 
lar  appliances. 

The  incandescent  electric  lamps  throughout  the  flyer  and 
the  big  80,000  candle-power  searclilight  were  controlled  by 
these  switches. 

So  were  the  motors  governing  the  gyro.scopcs  and  driv¬ 
ing  screws. 


“You  seem  to  have  perfect  control  of  her,”  said  Bunt- 
line. 

“It  is  a  fact,”  assented  Frank.  “These  levers  control, 
the  speed  of  the  screws  and  gyroscopes.  It  I  put  on  more 
current,  the  latter  revolves  faster  and  lifts  us  higher.  If 
I  diminish  the  current,  the  speed  is  lowered  and  we  de-i 
seend.  The  forward  impulse  is  governed  by  the  speed  of. 
the  stern  propellers  in  the  same  manner.” 

“Can  you  rise  to  any  height?” 

“Anything  reasonable.  Over  six  miles  up  you  would 
freeze  to  death,  and  the  rarity  of  the  atmosphere  would  kill 
you.” 

“Does  she  travel  fast?” 

“She  can  make  twenty  miles  an  hour  against  a  forty-mile 
gale,  and  in  clear  weather  ought  to  make  sixty  miles  easily.” 

“Whew!”  wliistled  the  captain.  “She  must  go  like  the 
Empire  State  E.xpress.  And  she  works  by  electricity,  eh?” 

“Totally;  come  below  and  I'll  show  you  how.  Here^: 
Barney,  take  the  wheel.” 

“Yis,  sor,”  replied  the  Celt,  obeying. 

Frank  led  the  captain  down  a  spiral  staircase  to  a  land¬ 
ing,  and  here  an  inclined  walk  led  to  the  right  and  left,  lead¬ 
ing  into  either  one  cyclinder  or  the  other  as  might  be  de¬ 
sired. 

They  passed  into  the  one  at  the  right.  _ 

“Both  are  the  same,”  said  Frank.  “When  you  see  this 
one  you  will  know  exactly  how  the  other  one  looks.  This 
is  the  main  cabin.” 

“It  is  furnished  magnificentl)’,  too,”  commented  the  cap¬ 
tain. 

“Yes,  I  like  luxurious  surroundings,”  replied  the  inven¬ 
tor,  as  they  passed  into  the  next  room  aft.  “And  here's 
the  combined  mess-room  and  kitchen.” 

*  “  What  sort  of  a  range  is  that  ?” 

“It  is  heated  by  electricitj'.” 

“You  don’t  say !  This  is  wonderful !” 

“The  next  room  is  a  storeroom.” 

“Mhats  in  these  tanks  and  bo.xes?”  asked  Buntline,  fol¬ 
lowing  him  in. 

“Mater  in  the  former,  and  food,  tools  and.  arms  in  the 
latter.” 

“I  saw  hunks  for  sleeping  in  the  cabin." 

^  es,  and  this  last  comjiartment  is  our  ongine-roopi.” 

Buntline  saw  that  it  was  a  largo  apartment. 

1  hero  was  not  much  machinery  in  it,  either,  and  as  he 
gazed  at  the  small  mass  of  flying  wheels  and  driving  rods  of 
a  clock  like  airangement  run  by  a  powerful  spring,  which 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  he  asked,  curiously: 

“M’hat’s  that  thing?” 
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“'J'he  mechanism  for  02)crating  the  dynamos.” 

“Don’t  it  run  by  a  spring?” 

“Yes;  it's  c-vactly  like  tlie  machinery  of  an  ordinary 
clock.” 

“To  what  use  is  it  put  principally  ?” 

“It  is  geared  to  the  armature  shafts  of  those  two  dyna¬ 
mos  you  see  standing  over  there.  One  of  the  dynamos  sends 
it.s  current  to  the  motor,  aft,  to  which  the  propeller  shaft 
is  geared.  The  current  from  the  other  dynamo  actuates 
the  big  motor,  to  which  the  rotascopcs  arc  fastened.  In  a 
word,  one  is  used  to  lift  the  Demon  and  the  other  to  drive 
her  ahead.” 

“Very  interesting,  indeed!” 

“By  cutting  in  on  the  main  juice-wires  passing  between 
the  dynamos  and  motors,”  continued  Frank,  “we  steal 
enough  electricity  ^o  light  the  lamps  and  the  searchlight, 
•Snd  to  heat  the  range.” 

“If  this  machinery  should  stop  or  get  out  of  order - ” 

“Don’t  mention  it.” 

■  “Why?” 

“If  that  occurred  the  dynamos  would  stop.” 

“And  then - ” 

“We  would  fall  like  a  cannonball  to  the  ground.” 

“Ugh!  It  can't  occur,  can  it?” 

“Well,  sir,  if  we  failed  to  wind  up  those  springs  every 
twenty-four  hours  they  would  run  down  and  we  w'ould 
drop.” 

The  captain  cast  a  troubled  look  at  the  springs  in  ques¬ 
tion,  and  having  seen  everything  he  returned  to  the  pilot¬ 
-house  with  Frank. 

“Might  I  ask  where  you  are  going  with  this  machine?” 
he  asked. 

“I'll  tell  3’ou,”  replied  the  inventor.  “It’s  no  secret.  We 
are  bound  for  the  South  Pacific  Ocean  on  an  errand  ol 
mercy.” 

“The  South  Pacific!”  echoed  Buntline,  in  surprised 
tones. 

“Yes,  and  our  object  is  to  rescue  a  wrecked  ship’s  crew.” 

“Who  are  they?” 

“The  captain  and  fourteen  sailors  who  manned  a  small 
whaling  ship  called  the  Jennie  Jerome,  which  was  owned 
by  a  company  in  Readcsto^n  of  which  I  am  a  large  stock¬ 
holder.” 

“How  do  you  know  she  was  wrecked?” 

“One  of  the  erew  was  picked  up  by  a  passing  ship.  He 
finally  got  back  to  Readestown  and  reported  that  the  ship 
had  foundered  in  a  gale.  All  the  crew  but  he  had  taken  to 
the  boats,  and  the  last  he  saw  of  them  they  were  pulling  to- 
jWard  a  small  island  a  few  miles  away  to  the  .southward.” 


“Do  you  know  the  location  of  that  i.sland?” 

“Only  appro.vimatelj’,  sir;  it  lies  several  hundred  miles 
west  of  the  coast  of  Chili,  almost  parallel  witli  the  northern 
boundary  of  that  country.” 

“Strange,  strange!”  ejaculated  Buntline. 

“What  is  strange?” 

“Do  you  recollect  what  I  told  yon  about  my  knowledge 
of  a  vast  treasure  which  Dan  Scott  wanted  to  get  from 
me?” 

“Yes;  what  of  it?” 

“Well,  sir,  that  treasure  island  lies  almost  in  the  identi¬ 
cal  locality  to  which  you  are  going.” 

“Indeed!  And  did  you  wi.sh  to  go  there?” 

“Most  decidedly  I  did;  I  wanted  to  secure  the  treas¬ 
ure.” 

“IIow  would  you  like  to  join  issues  with  us?” 

“Nothing  would  please  me  more.” 

“Then  suppose  you  go  along  with  us,  and  we  will  try 
to  rescue  the  men  we  are  after,  and  at  the  same  time  inves¬ 
tigate  this  treasure  island  of  yours.” 

“Fortune  favors  me.  Scott  is  going  after  that  treasure, 
as  he  has  a  faint  knowledge  of  where  to  find  it.  If  we  get 
there  firsj;  we  will  forestall  the  villain.” 

“Exactly;  you  have  not  told  me  your  story  about  Scott 
and  this  trea.sure  island  3'et.  I  presume  3'ou  will  do  so 
at  the  first  opportunit3'’,  however,  and  then  we  will  better 
understand  all  the  details  of  your  affair.” 

“Are  3-011  busy  now?” 

“No;  why  do  you  ask?” 

“Because  I  can  tell  you  my  story  at  once.” 

“Very  well,  and  as  Barney  and  Pomp  are  here,  this  will 
be  a  good  chance,  for  they  can  hear  it,  too.” 

The  captain  nodded  and  pondered  a  moment. 

He  thei^  started  with  the  following  narrative,  while  his 
companions  listened  in  the  profoundest  amazement. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  CAPT.A.IN's  STORY. 

“About  a  year  ago,”  began  Captain  Buntline,  “I  was 
the  commander  of  the  ship  Flying  Dutchman,  trading  at 
the  various  ports  along  the  Pacific  coast  of  South  America. 
One  dark,  storm-threatening  night  my  first  mate,  Dan 
Scott,  came  rushing  into  the  cabin  where  I  sat,  greatly 
excited - ” 
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“The  same  villain  who  anno^’ed  us  at  Sea  Cliff?”  asked 
Frank. 

“Yes,  sir,”  answered  the  captain.  “I  sat  in  the  cabin 
and  he  told  me  we  were  being  pursued  closely  by  a  strange 
craft.  1  rushed  out  on  deck,  only  to  find  that  we  were 
^  grapncled  by  a  pirate,  who  threatened  to  murder  the  first 
man  who  resisted.  Seeing  we  could  do  nothing  to  avoid 
him  we  surrendered  cpiietly,  and  he  plundered  our  craft, 
and  having  bound  us  and  transferred  us  aboard  his  ship, 
he  scuttled  my  vessel  and  sailed  away.  Several  days  later 
we  reached  the  pirates’  stronghold  and  wore  offered  our 
liberty  if  we  chose  to  join  them.  Most  of  my  crew  were 
honest.  God-fearing  men  and  refused.  They  were  promptly 
thrown  into  a  dungeon.  Scott  and  I  joined  the  pirates’ 
crew  and  took  the  oath  of  allegiance.  My  mate  did  it  to 
save  his  life  and  I  did  it  in  hopes  of  gaining  my  freedom  so 
I  could  aid  my  crew  to  escape.” 

“Well?”  said  Frank,  as  he  paused. 

“During  my  stay  among  those  ruffians  I  incidentally 
learned  that  Commodore  Wild,  the  pirate  chief,  always  se¬ 
cured  tw'o-thirds  of  the  booty  as  his  share  and  had  amassed 
a  huge  fortune  which  he  had  hidden  somewhere.  His  lieu¬ 
tenant  and  a  sailor  were  standing  in  the  bushes  one  night 
when  I  chanced  to  pass  by  and  I  overheard  the  former  say : 
‘Yes,  we  can  follow  the  commodore  when  he  conveys  the 
last  booty  he  got  to  its  secret  hiding  place  and  kill  him. 
1  You  and  I  will  then  have  the  secret  and  we  can  eventually 
enrich  ourselves  by  carrying  away  the  treasure.’  The  sailor 
fell  in  with  the  plan  and  I  watched  them  closely  and  on  the 
following  night  I  learned  that  they  had  let  out  their  plan 
to  all  the  rest  of  the  gang — .some  forty  or  more  men.  I 
observed  how  closely  the  commodore  was  kept  under  sur¬ 
veillance.  Finally,  at  midnight  the  fourth  day  after  my 
initiation,  1  saw  the  commodore  leave  his  house  with  two 
valises  containing  a  large  amount  of  plunder,  lie  was  shad¬ 
owed  by  the  two  arch  conspirators,  and  1  saw  him  steal 
through  the  woods  until  he  came  to  a  mass  of  rocks.  Here 
he  parted  some  vines,  disclosing  an  aperture,  and  passed  out 
of  sight.  His  pursuers  followed  him  in.  A  moment  later 
1  heard  a  pistol  shot  and  a  yell.  Bushing  in  1  saw  a  cave 
lit  by  a  torch.  A  secret  door  in  the  wall  was  open,  disclos¬ 
ing  an  inner  apartment.  Hero  laid  the  pirate’s  treasure. 
The  commodore  had  shot  his  lieutenant  and  was  struggling 
with  the  sailor,  wlimri  he  was  strangling.  “I'll  teach  you  to 
jjry  into  my  secrets!’  he  hissed.  ‘I  know  all  about  your 
*  conspiracy  I  Not  one  of  you  shall  live  to  kill  mol’  And  as 
he  Hung  his  victim  away  the  man  was  a  corpse.  T  hid 
myaelf,  fearing  1  might  share  tbe  fate  of  the  two  unforlu- 
ipite  men.  'I’he  commodore  rushed  out.  'Ilie  moment  he 
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was  gone  I  darted  into  the  cave,  opened  the  door  of  the 
treasure  chamber,  lit  a  match  and  glanced  around.  The 
room  was  filled  with  boxes  overflowing  with  silver  and  gold 
coin,  valuable  jewelry  and  ornaments,  rich  tape.stries  and 
laces,  expensive  bric-a-brac,  and,  in  fact,  the  most  magnifi¬ 
cent  assortment  of  treasure  I  ever  beheld.  It  was  worth 
a  huge  fortune.  I  left  the  place  and  returned  to  the  vil¬ 
lage  unseen.  Next  day  the  pirate  assembled  all  his  men 
and  told  them  to  prepare  for  a  long  cruise.  He 
then  invited  them  to  a  banquet  at  his  house  that  night,  as 
was  his  custom  ere  they  departed.  I  met  Scott  and  told 
him  all  I  had  learned,  excepting  the  fact  that  I  kept  the  lo¬ 
cation  of  the  treasure  to  myself.  He  wanted  to  know  where 
it  was,  but  1  refused  to  divulge  the  secret  then.  It  made 
him  furious.  I  warned  him  to  look  out  for  the  commodore, 
as  I  suspected  he  contemplated  treachery  of  some  sort  to¬ 
ward  his  men.  On  that  eventful  night  Scott  sat  on  one, 
side  of  the  pirate  and  I  on  the  other.  Before  each  man 
stood  a  bottle  of  wine  and  a  glass.  The  commodore  pro¬ 
posed  a  toast  and  each  man  filled  his  glass.  Just  tlien  a 
servant  came  in  behind  the  commodore  and  said  something 
to  him  which  caused  him  to  turn  his  head  for  an  instant. 
Impelled  by  an  irresistible  impulse  1  suddenly  exchanged 
glasses  with  him. 

“Some  of  the  men  saw  what  I  did  and  laughed  at  what 
they  considered  a  joke  I  was  playing  on  him.  The  next 
moment  the  pirate,  ignorant  of  wdiat  I  had  done,  gave  the 
toast  and  the  whole  gang,  excepting  Scott,  who  never  drank, 
swallowed  the  wine. 

“  It  was  poisoned  1 

“The  next  moment  a  scene  of  horror  took  place. 

“All  the  men  felt  the  poison  and  yelled,  raved,  swore, 
bounded  to  their  feet  and  acted  like  madmen.  Chairs  were 
overturned,  the  cloth  pulled  from  the  table  with  all  the 
glassware  and  crockery,  which  crashed  to  pieces  on  the  floor, 
and  while  some  of  the  poor  wretches  fell  and  rolled  on  the 
floor,  others  raced  about,  tearing  at  their  throats  and 
bodies  frantically.  It  was  terrible  to  see  those  wild,  bulg- 
iHg  G3'es,  pale  faces  and  looks  of  agonj'  and  despair.  Even 
the  commodore  was  affected.  He  was  the  first  man  to  fall 
d(“nd.  I  drank  his  wine  and  was  not  affected.  Evidently 
he  had  put  poi.son  in  all  the  bot^tlc.s  served  to  his  men  and 
re.servcd  one  which  contained  no  poison  for  himself.  By 
e.\-changing  glasses  with  him  I  had  saved  my  life;  Scott 
bad  fortunately  not  touched  his  wine.  ‘Como !’  1  gasiied  to 
him.  Lets  get  out  of  this!  1  can't  stand  it !’  We  rushed 

away.  Next  day  we  returned.  All  were  lying  dead  alwut 
the  rf)oni !” 

“  Horrible!”  ejaculated  Barney. 
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“Wot  happen  den!'’’  asked  I’oiiip. 

“I'll  tell  you,”  replied  tlie  captain.  ‘‘My  lirst  thought 
was,  of  course,  to  rescue  iny  crew,  hoard  the  pirate’s  ship 
and  sail  away  from  the  accursed  island  with  the  trea.sure. 
We  went  to  the  dungeon  where  our  shipmates  had  been 
cast,  but  to  our  astonishment  we  found  they  had  all  dis¬ 
appeared.  We  scoured  the  island  for  them,  but  they  were 
nowhere  to  be  found.  At  last  we  concluded  that  the  pirates 
had  made  away  with  them.  Then  weiresolved  to  board  the 
ship  ourselves  and  sail  away.  Another  surprise  awaited  us. 
'I’he  ship  had  vanished,  too.  It  was  certainly  remark¬ 


able.” 

“Perhaps  your  men  escaped  and  got  away  with  the  ship,” 
suggested  Frank,  thoughtfully. 

"1  cannot  say,”  replied  the  captain.  “All  I  know  is 
that  neither  my  men  nor  the  .ship  were  ever  heard  of  again. 
Scott  and  I  were  the  sole  survivors  on  that  little  island, 
'.■jpd  he  was  forever  begging  me  to  show  him  the  location  of 
the  treasure,  and  I  kept  refu.sing  persistently.  At  the  end 
of  the  week  we  retired  one  night  in  a  house  which  we  had 


cliosen  for  our  abode,  and  both  fell  asleep.  It  must  have 
been  midnight  when  I  was  rudely  awakened  by  hearing  an 
awful  din,  like  the  discharge  of  guns,  the  rattling  of  chains, 
the  clanging  of  bells  and  the  nio.st  hideous  yells.  I  scarcely 
Jiad  ^ot  my  eyes  open  when  I  was  jerked  bodily  from  the 
bed  and  hurled  to  the  floor.  Thoroughly  aroused  then,  I 
gazed  around.  The  room  was  full  of  white,  ghostly  figures 
flitting  about,  bathed  in  a  weird,  sulphuric  glow.  I  thought 
1  was  dreaming,  but  no !  There  was  Scott  being  pulled 
about  the  room  despite  his  struggles.  At  one  moment  "he 
was  upon  his  feet,  the  next  he  was  banged  on  the  floor, 
then  he  was  rolled,  kicked,  culTed  and  thrown  from  one  to 
another,  groaning  and  yelling  with  pain  and  fear.  I  was 
chilled  with  horror!  .They  were  ghosts,  I  was  sure,  and  no 
doubt  the  spirits  of  the  murdered  pirates - ” 

“Ha  I  ha  !  HA  !  ha  I”*  laughed  Frank,  skeptically. 

Barney  and  Pomp  joined  in  his  merriment. 

A  chagrined  look  crossed  the  captain’s  face  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  but  he  subdued  his  feelings,  and  finally  said,  with  a 
sigh; 

“I  know  it  sounds  ridiculous,  but  wait  till  you  reach 
the  island  and  judge  for  yourselves.” 

“Pardon  me,”  said  Frank;  “finish  3-our  story,  captain.” 

“Very  well.  As  I  was  saying,  the  ghosts  of  Phantom 
Island  raised  the  deuce  with  us.  The  furniture  and  house¬ 
hold  articles  were  flying  through  the  air  and  we  were 
banged  unmercifully.  I  finally  beaime  desperate,  and  find¬ 
ing  my  revolver  T  blazed  away  at  them.  Instantly  they  van¬ 
ished  and  left  us  in  the  gloom,  nursing  our  bruises,  con¬ 


vinced  that  the  island  was  haunted,  and  talking  over  our 
strange  experience.  Every  night  the  same  thing  occurred. 
No  matter  where  we  went  to  sleep  we  were  haunted  and 
tormented  so  tliat  oiir  lives  became  a  burden  to  us.  (.)nly 
in  daylight  did  we  get  any  rest.  As  .soon  as  night  fell 
we  saw  tho.se  ghosts  flitting  about  in  the  woods,  skulking 
behind  tlie  rock.s,  rushing  over  the  hilhs  or  dodging  in  and 
out  among  tlie  houses  of  the  de.serted  village.  It  was  a 
great  relief  to  ns  when  a  pa.ssing  ship  finally  picked  us  up 
and  carried  us  to  San  Francisco.  'I'lien  we  ero.ssed  the  con¬ 
tinent  by  rail  to  Boston,  to  look  out  for  new  berths.  I  se¬ 
cured  work  on  a  fishing  smack,  and  Scott  got  several 
unscrupulous  capitalists  to  fit  out  the  ship  you  saw  to  go 
after  the  treasure.  But  I  refused  to  tell  them  where  to 
find  it.  Desperate,  they  abducted  me  and  tried  to  force  me 
by  torture  to  reveal  where  the  pirate’s  wealth  was.  I  es¬ 
caped  and  fled  in  my  fishing  smack  and  they  pursued  me. 
You  know  the  rest.” 

“Your  story  is  a  remarkable  one,”  said  Frank. 

“Of  course,  you  doubt  the  ghostly  part  of  it?” 

“Frankly,  I  do.” 

“But  if  I  prove  it?” 

“Then  only  will  I  be  convinced,  for  it  is  a  well-estab¬ 
lished  fact  that  there  are  no  ghosts  on  earth,  and  that 
they  are  merely  a  weird  fancy  of  the  disordered  imagina¬ 
tion.” 

“I’ll  prove  }'our  error  before  this  voyage  is  ended, 
and - ” 

“Gee!”  interrupted  Barney  just  then  in  startled  tones. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  demanded  Frank  in  alarm. 

“See  ther  smoke  pourin’  up  ther  companionway.” 

“De  airship  am  afire!”  roared  Pomp. 

'riiey  saw  vast  volumes  of  smoke  jjouring  out  of  the  com¬ 
panionway — thick  clouds  that  quickly  filled  the  turret. 

A  dull  roaring  and  crackling  sound  came  from  below,  and 
Frank  made  a  wild  rush  for  the  stairca.se. 

He  was  followed  by  all  his  companions,  and  as  they 
plunged  down  through  the  choking  clouds  and  reached  the 
bottom  of  the  staircase  they  saw  a  lurid  blaze  in  tlie  big 
cylinder  on  the  starboard  side. 

The  airship  really  was  on  fire. 

There  was  scarcely  any  peril  which  could  have  been 
worse  than  that  of  the  airship  catching  fire  while  in  the  sky. 

Frank  .stood  for  a  moment  glaring  at  the  flames. 

The  odor  of  gasoline  reached  the  inventor’s  nostrils,  and 
he  remembered  that  a  can  of  it  had  been  left  in  the  store¬ 
room. 

The  fire  he  saw  came  from  that  direction. 

What  had  set  fire  to  tlie  inflammable  liquid  ? 
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This  question  was  never  answered  to  any  of  the  crew  of 
the  Demon  of  the  Clouds,  but  the  matter  of  the  fact  was 
that  the  can  liad  been  upset  and  the  gasoline  spilled  on  the 
floor. 

A  short  time  afterwards  Barney  lit  his  pipe  and  dropped 
a  spark,  and  as  it  fell  upon  the  gasoline,  the  fire  resulted 
after  he  left  the  room. 

Frank  did  not  remain  long  looking  at  the  blaze. 

He  realized  that  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  to  ex¬ 
tinguish  it  by  ordinary  methods,  and  he  feared  it  would 
reach  the  ammunition.  If  it  did  there  would  be  a  fearful 
explosion,  the  Demon  would  be  blown  to  fragments  and  all 
hands  would  be  killed. 

He  therefore  dashed  into  the  smoky  room,  and  headed 
for  a  rack  on  the  wall,  where  hung  several  blue  bottles  of 
fire  extinguisher.  These  bottles  did  the  work,  for  after  a 
hard  fight  he  extinguished  the  fire. 


CHAPTER  V. 

I  .  THE  pirates'  village. 

The  damage  done  by  the  fire  was  easily  repaired,  and  the 
airship  reached  the  Pacific  Ocean  in  due  time. 

On  the  following  Friday  land  was  sighted,  and  upon  a 
nearer  approach  it  proved  to  be  a  chain  of  small  islands. 

Here  our  friends  began  to  search  for  Phantom  Island. 

There  were  numerous  geographical  points  which  gave 
Captain  Buntline  a  clew  to  the  place  they  sought. 

Frank  and  he  remained  in  the  turret  all  day,  directing 
the  airship,  and  slowly  working  to  the  westward. 

Some  of  the  islands  were  inhabited  by  savages,  they  ob¬ 
served,  and  the  black  men  gazed  up  at  the  machine  in  the 
greatest  fear,  as  they  imagined  she  was  some  sort  of  evil 
spirit. 

None  of  them  offered  to  molest  her. 

The  gloom  of  night  finally  fell,  and  the  current  was 
turned  into  the  searchlight  and  flashed  downward. 

The  search  continued. 

Along  toward  midnight  a  distant  light  was  seen. 

Frank  steered  the  machine  toward  it. 

After  half  an  hour's  travel  ho  flnitlly  brought  his  in¬ 
vention  close  to  the  light  and  saw  that  it  was  on  an  isl¬ 
and. 

Upon  a  near  approach  he  observi-d  that  the  glow  eainc 
from  a  fire  on  top  of  a  tall  stone  tower  re.sembliug  a  light- 

llOtlSP. 


Beside  the  fire  stood  a  ghostly  figure,  blazing  with  a 
bluish-white  light. 

The  captain  was  greatly  excited. 

“There’s  Phantom  Island!”  he  cried,  “and  there  is  one' 
of  the  ghosts  now,  up  in  that  tower  beside  tlie  fire.” 

Frank  gazed  at  the  spectral  figure  in  amazement,  for  it 
had  a  singularly  weird  and  unnatural  aspect. 

The  ghostly  figure  beside  the  fire  on  top  of  the  tower 
stood  there  like  a  statue,  its  strange,  fluttering  light  glowing 
intensely  at  one  moment,  and  then  becoming  dimmer  tlie 
next. 

“It  is  about  the  size  of  an  ordinary  man,”  Frank  com¬ 
mented,  critically,  “and  looks  like  a  person  covered  with  a 
sheet.” 

“But  how  do  you  account  for  the  weird,  fiery  glow  em¬ 
anating  from  its  body?”  asked  the  captain. 

“That  certainly  puzzles  me,”  replied  the  young  inven¬ 
tor.  ^ 

“Are  you  satisfied  I  told  you  the  truth?” 

“Yes — ^as  far  as  outward  appearances  go.” 

“Can  you  prove  that  object  to  be  a  material  thing?” 

“Very  easily.” 

“How?” 

“By  testing  it  with  a  bullet.” 

“All!  You  mean  to  shoot  it?” 

“I  do.  If  it  can  withstand  d  chunk  of  lead,  I  will  kmow 
it  is  not  human.” 

“Fire  away,  then.  I  never  could  hurt  them  while  I  was 
here.” 

“You  know  I’m  a  dead  shot;  I  won’t  miss  it.  Now 
watch.” 

Frank  picked  up  a  rifle. 

He  took  deliberate  aim  at  the  phantom. 

Before  he  had  time  to  fire,  though,  the  object  vanished.  * 

It  disappeared  as  suddenly  and  completely  as  though 
it  had  melted  into  thin  air  and  had  blown  away. 

“Pshaw!”  exclaimed  Frank,  lowering  his  rifle.  “Where  | 
has  it  gone?”  I 

*  I 

“Ha!  ha!  ha!”  laughed  the  captain.  “Now  you  see  j 

what  queer  will-o’-the-wisps  they  are.”  ^ 

1*  rank  stared  fixedly  at  the  spot  whore  the  apparition  had 
been,  but  he  saw  nothing  but  the  bare  stone  tower  and  the 
flickering  fire  burning  on  top,  casting  out  a  ruddy  glow, 

while  a  cloud  of  smoke  curled  up  in  a  narrow  stream  to 
the  sky. 

1  here  was  no  sign  of  any  other  animation,  and  Frank  | 
shot  at  the  fire  in  a  fit  of  perplexity  and  disgust. 

I  he  ball  scattered  the  embers  and  sent  up  a  nuiaa  of 
sparks. 
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But  no  sooner  had  tlie  report  runy  out  when,  like  magic, 
a  dozen  luminous  openings  appeared  in  the  tower,  and  tlicre 
suddenly  appeared  a  number  of  white  figures  on  the  ground 
at  the  base  of  the  tower. 

The.-;e  figures  began  to  dart  to  and  fro  wildly. 

Tliey  presented  a  bewildering  aspect  for  awhile. 

All  at  once  tliey  filed  through  the  door  of  the  tower. 

Just  as  they  disappeared  inside  the  ghostly  heads  that 
j  were  shown  all  the  way  up  the  pile  also  vanished  from 
view. 

I  Watching  them,  intensely  amazed,  Frank  waited  until  the 
whole  grotesqud  band  was  gone  and  then  remarked: 

“By  thunder,  this  is  amazing!” 

“I  thought  you'd  bo  surprised,”  grimly  said  Buntline. 

“Captain,  I  am  going  to  try  another  plan.” 

“And  what  is  that?” 

“Those  alleged  ghosts  all  seem  to  be  cooped  in  that 
»tower.  Now,  before  they  have  a  chance  to  escape,  I’m 
going  to  land  and  enter  the  building  and  find  them.” 

“Don't  you  do  it!” 

“I  am  bound  to  find  out  more  about  them.” 

“You  may  get  into  trouble - ” 

im  “Oh,  I’m  not  afraid.” 

Barney  and  Pomp  said  nothing. 

&  Both  had  their  superstitious  fears  aroused. 

K  Now  that  they  were  brought  face  to  face  with  the  un¬ 
canny  objects  of  their  search,  neither  one  had  any  desire 
to  meet  them  at  closer  quarters  than  then  prevailed. 

“Let  the  Demon  go  to  the  ground,”  said  Frank. 

His  order  was  carried  out. 

When  it  landed  the  captain  said: 

“You  had  better  not  enter  the  tower  alone.” 

“I  prefer  to  do  so.” 

,  “Let  me  go  with  you.” 

“By  no  means;  I  wish  to  go  alone.” 

“No!  no!”  said  Barney.  “We  can’t  allow  that,  Misther 
Frank.” 

“I  am  determined,”  said  the  inventor,  firmly.  “You  can 

all  arm  yourselves  and  stand  ready  to  aid  me  if  it  becomes 

« 

necessary.” 

They  had  to  be  content  with  this. 

Frank  took- a  pistol  and  a  lantern,  debarked  and  strode 
over  to  the  door  in  the  base  of  the  tower. 

Passing  through  he  found  himself  in  a  circular,  bare 
room. 

>jL  There  was  a  flight  of  stone  stairs,  built  against  the 
walls  of  the  tower,  which  wound  around  and  around  to  the 
top. 


'J'he  young  inventor  paused,  listened,  glanced  around, 
and,  seeing  nolliing  of  the  ghostly  objects,  he  mounted  the 
steps. 

He  did  not  feel  nervous. 

But  one  thought  penetrated  his  mind,  and  that  was  to 
try  to  catch  one  of  the  ghosts  and  find  out  what  it  was  made 
of. 

Up  he  w'ent,  his  footsteps  echoing  hollowly  on  the  stone 
stairs,  and  he  covered  three-quarters  of  the  distance  to 
the  top. 

Then  he  heard  a  hoarse,  chuckling  laugh. 

It  had  a  sinister  sound. 

It  was  followed  by  a  fearful  shriek. 

The  ne.xt  moment  a  blazing  mass  of  fire  came  flying 
down  through  the  air,  and  although  Frank  tried  to  dodge 
it,  he  was  struck  by  some  of  the  embers  and  a  thousand 
sparks  flew  off  of  him. 

“Jingo!”  he  exclaimed. 

Then  he  violently  brushed  off  the  sparks. 

Had  he  not  done  so  his  clothing  would  have  caught 
afire. 

The  heavy  whacks  the  burning  brands  gave  let  him  know 
very  plainly  that  they  were  not  very  spirit-like. 

In  fact,  they  were  heavy  pieces  of  burning  wood. 

Frank  rushed  up  the  stairs. 

Fie  expected  to  find  his  assailant. 

As  he  ascended  he  saw  the  small  windows  in  which  the 
heads  of  the  phantoms  had  been  appearing. 

Beaching  the  top  he  found  himself  upop  a  platform, 
from  which  he  stepped  through  a  door  on  the  roof. 

Here  he  found  the  fire  blazing  away. 

\ 

But  there  was  not  a  soul  in  sight. 

The  place  was  completely  deserted,  and  there  was  not 
a  nook  or  corner  anywhere  in  which  any  one  could  have 
hidden. 

F’rank  was  intensely  puzzled. 

“No  one  here,  eh?”  he  muttered.  “I  wonder  where 
his  ghostship  went  who  fired  those  burning  brands  down 
at  me.  Somebody  or  something  must  have  been  up  here 
to  have  done  that,  for  I  hoard  that  sneering,  diabolical 
laugh,  and  that  infernal  yell.” 

He  searched  around  again. 

It  was  useless;  he  could  find  no  one. 

He  finally  gave  it  up,  and  went  downstairs. 

His  mind  was  a  prey  to  all  kinds  of  doubts  and  the¬ 
ories,  but  he  could  not  come  to  a  satisfactory  conclusion.  • 

AVhen  he  joined  his  friends  and  told  them  the  news  he 
said : 


It  was  strangely  and  oppressively  silent  in  the  room 


“I’ll  frankly  confess  I’m  completely  mystified.” 
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‘‘lou  all  laughed  at  my  account  of  these  phantoms,” 
said  Buntline. 

‘M’m  sorry  now  that  1  did,”  said  Frank,  candidly.  “There 
certainly  is  .something  very  strange  in  all  this.  I'm  po.si- 
tive  there  was  someone  ahead  of  me  in  the  tower  whose 
voice  I  heard,  but  where  the  mysterious  object  disappeared 
1  have  no  idea.” 

“Don't  look  no  more  to-night,”  .said  Pomp.  “Mebbe 
when  daylight  eomes  wc  found  out  more,  honey.” 

“That’s  a  wise  suggestion,”  commented  Frank. 

“Better  keep  a  safe  watch  posted  all  night,  though,” 
suggested  Barney.  “Tliere’s  no  tollin’  wot  them  spooks 
might  do.” 

“Very  well,”  Frank  assented,  and  .soon  after  all  turned 
in. 


“We  shall  make  a  landing  here  and  e.vplore  the  place,”| 
said  Frank.  “My  friends  may  be  located  here.” 

Soon  afterward  the  Demon  alighted  on  the  ground. 

Frank  and  the  captain  then  debarked  and  strode  over 
to  the  stone  building  occupied  by  the  pirates  in  the  past.' 
I'hcy  passed  in  through  the  big  door,  and  Buntlinc  said ; 
“Now  ril  show  you  a  startling  scene!” 


CHAPTER  VI. 


THE  GHOST  IN  THE  WOODS. 


The  next  day  was  very  rainy. 

Our  friends  partook  of  breakfast,  and  then  the  airship 
was  sent  up  and  driven  over  to  the  mainland. 

“We'll  go  to  the  pirate.s’  village  first,"  said  tlie  cap¬ 
tain,  “and  I'll  .show  you  what  became  of  the  gang.” 

“In  which  direction  does  it  lie?'’  queried  Frank. 

“To  the  eastward  of  here.” 

“Who  built  that  tower?”  ’ 

“The  pirates.  It  was  used  as  a  lookout  or  watch  tower. 
There  were  sentries  posted  there  night  and  day  to  give 
w'arning  of  the  approach  of  enemies,  or  the  appearance  of 
ships  in  the  distance  which  Commodore  Wild  could  at¬ 
tack.” 

Frank  eyed  the  island. 

It  was  clothed  in  luxuriant  vegetation. 

There  were  rocky  hills,  dense  woods,  jungles  and  tiny 
streams. 

“If  the  crew  of  the  Jennie  Jerome  landed  upon  this  isl¬ 
and,”  he  mused,  “they  were  in  a  garden  of  paradise.  1 
hope  I’ll  find  the  poor  fellows  here.  I  wonder  if  the  phan¬ 
toms  have  causefi  them  the  annoyance  they  have  given  me?” 

He  j)osted  Barney  on  lookout. 

“Keep  a  careful  watch  for  human  beings,”  said  Frank. 

“Depind  on  me,”  said  Barney,  saluting  naval  style. 

The  airship  passed  on. 

In  a  short  time  they  reached  a  deep  bay. 

Here  Frank  caught  view  of  a  settlement. 

It  was  the  pirates’  heacbiuarters,  and  ho  expected  to  find 
the  castaways  there,  inhabiting  the  hou.sc.s. 

“That’s  Wild’s  old  village,"  said  Hie  captain. 

“What  is  the  largest  house?”  Frank  iiupiired. 

“The  pirate’s  castle,  where  he  and  bis  crew  lie  dead.” 

“I  see;  the  place  looks  completely  deserted.” 

“Yes;  a  city  of  the  dead.” 


“What  scene  do  you  refer  to?”  asked  Frank,  as  they 
entered  the  house. 

“I’m  going  to  show  you  the  remains  of  Commodore  Wild 
and  his  forty  men,  lying  dead  from  poisoning,  around  the 
banquet  table.” 

“That  surely  must  be  an  appalling  sight.” 

“It  will  prove  my  story.” 

“Most  decidedlj'.  Where  does  that  door  lead  to?” 

“Into  the  room  where  they  lie  dead.” 

A  moment  later  they  entered  the  apartment.  ^ 

The  captain  was  in  advance,  and  suddenly  paused,  utter¬ 
ing  a  cry. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  questioned  Frank. 

“The  bodies  are  gone!” 

“Gone?'  Gone  where?” 

“Heaven  only  knows.  See  here!” 

Pointing  into  the  apartment  Buntline  stood  on  the 
threshold,  with  a  look  of  intense  perplexity  upon  his  face. 

Frank  saw  that  the  room  had  once  been  used  for  dining, 
as  it  contained  a  huge,  massive  oak  table,  around  which 
stood  numerous  chairs;  the  floor  was  richly  carpeted,  and 
there  were  many  fine  pictures  on  the  walls,  and  draperies 
at  the  windows. 

But  not  a  sign  of  a  corpse  was  to  be  seen. 

Nor  were  there  any  of  the  dishes  .scattered  upon  the 
floor  from  being  pulled  from  the  table. 

Everything  had  an  orderly  ap])earanco,  and  a  thick  coat¬ 
ing  of  dust  upon  everything  failed  to  show  the  marks  of 
any  one  having  been  in  the  room  recently. 

1  his  is  (pieer,  ’  muttered  the  captain. 

Not  at  all.  It  shows  plainly  that  somehody  has  boon 

here  ahead  of  us,  removed  the  bodies  and  probably  buried 
them.” 

I  hats  true.  Probably  the  crew  of  a  passing  ship.’’ 
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“It  might  Jiuvc  beoii  the  cnnv  of  the  .k-nnit!  Jerome.’’ 

“Or  tlie  gliosts,”  Kiiggested  tlu'  eaptain. 

“No,”  laughed  hVank.  “Tlicy  wouldn't  do  anything  ko 
charitable  as  that.  Is  there  anything  else  to  see  here?” 

“Notiling  of  interest.  Let  us  go  and  look  at  the  treas¬ 
ure.” 

“By  all  means;  that's  one  of  the  chief  jioints.” 

The  captain  led  the  way  out  of  the  liou.se  by  a  rear 
door,  and  leaving  the  settlement  behind,  he  plunged  into 
the  woods. 

'  Here  he  strode  along  for  .some  distance  with  Frank,  keep¬ 
ing  a  keen  lookout  for  the  heap  of  rocks  giving  ingress  to 
-  the  cave  in  which  the  treasure  was  stowed  away  in  an 
inner  compartment. 

But  he  saw  no  heap  of  rocks  when  he  arrived  at  the  spot 
;  where  he  judged  they  should  have  been. 

A  perple.xed  look  cros.sed  his  face. 

He  finally  paused. 

“Could  1  have  erred?”  he  muttered. 

“Can't  you  find  the  place?”  asked  Frank. 

“No;  1  must  have  made  some  mistake.” 

» 

'  “Try  to  rectify  it,  if  you  can.” 

“We’ll  have  to  begin  all  over  again.” 

“  Perhaps ;  arc  you  pretty  sure  of  the  location  ?” 

_ ■  “Jt  ought  to  bo  right  here.  There  are  several  blazed 

trees  to  show  the  location  and  I’ve  followed  them  faithfully. 
As  near  as  I  can  recollect,  that  heap  of  rocks  was  right  hero 
where  you  .see  this  hollow  in  the  ground.  The  hollow',  as 
you  can  see,  is  covered  with  grass- and  rubbish.” 

“That’s  odd,”  Frank  commented. 

“Wait  here,  and  I'll  search  again  and  come  back  to  re- 
V  port.” 

Frank  noddfid  and  sat  down  on  a  stone. 

The  captain  hurried  away. 

It  was  very  quiet  where  Frank  sat,  and  he  fell  asleep  in  a 
deep  reverie  over  the  pa.st  events  w'hich  had  led  up  to 
his  present  situation  upon  this  lonely  island. 

The  ghostly  part  of  the  adventure  puzzled  him,  and  he 
^  could  not  form  the  remotest  idea  of  what  the  strange  ob- 

ijeets  were,  no  matter  how  hard  he  tried. 

“There’s  one  w-ay  to  test  them,”  he  thought.  “If  I  get  a 
shot  at  one,  it  will  tell  the  tale.  A  bullet  will  soon  de- 
cide  whether  they  arc  spiritual  or  material.” 
r  This  thought  had  scarcely  entered  his  mind  when  he 
■  heard  a  prolonged  howl  w'hich  had  such  a  diabolical  ring  to 
it  that  he  was  chilled. 

Boimding  to  his  feet  ho  glared  around. 

K*  At  the  first  glance  ho  caught  view  of  a  white  figure  flit- 
K  ting  through  the  darkest  part  of  the  woods. 


“There’s  one  of  the  ghosts  now !”  he  tliought. 

And  out  llashctl  his  pistol. 

Bang!  Bang! 

Two  rapid  shots  followeil. 

“Ha!  ha  !  ha  !” 

This  fiendish  laugh  came  from  the  phantom. 

It  w'as  a  derisive  laugh,  and  made  Frank  angry. 

He  was  .sure  he  had  hit  the  object. 

Yet  his  bullets  seemed  to  make  no  impression  on  it. 

The  next  moment  Frank  rushed  after  the  flying  fig¬ 
ure. 

Like  a  fla.sh  it  darted  into  a  clump  of  bushes  and  van¬ 
ished. 

Never  pausing,  the  young  inventor  swiftly  sped  on,  and 
reaching  the  bushes,  plunged  in  among  them. 

But  he  saw  nothing  of  the  fugitive. 

It  had  disappeared  completely. 

“Like  the  snuffing  of  a  candle!”  he  muttered. 

He  searched  every  inch  of  the  location,  but  failed  to  find 
the  w'hite  object. 

Then  he  thought  that  perhaps  it  had  left  a  trail,  but 
the  keenest  scrutiny  of  the  ground  failed  to  show  any  foot¬ 
prints  or  other  marks  there. 

He  finally  desisted. 

His  astonishment  increa.scd. 

He  did  not  know-  what  to  make  of  it. 

“A  human  being  to  stand  up  against  bullets  I  fire  must 
be  ironclad  to  retain  his  life,  yet  this  cpieer  object  did  not 
seem  to  be  hurt,”  he  muttered. 

He  returned  to  where  he  had  been  sitting. 

The  audacity  of  a  ghost  appearing  in  broad  daylight  was 
a  thing  he  had  never  heard  of  in  the  weirdest  and  most 
harrowing  legends  he  had  ever  listened  to. 

^^’hen  the  captain  returned  Frank  told  him  all. 

It  caused  a  grave  look  to  cross  his  face.  | 

“I’m  convinced  that  this  place  is  haunted!”  he  mut¬ 
tered. 

“Nonsense!”  scoffed  Frank.  “Strange  as  it  all  seems, 
I  am  not  yet  convinced  that  these  ghosts  are  visitors  from 
another  world.  I  can’t  force  myself  to  believe  it.” 

“You’ll  see  yet!” 

“How  did  you  make  out  about  locating  the  treasure?” 

“No  better  than  before.” 

“That’s  queer;  does  the  trail  lead  you  here  again?” 

“Yes.” 

“Suppo.so  some  one  has  been  here,  found  the  treasure  and 
blasted  the  rocks  to  fragments.  That  would  wipe  all  trace 
of  them  out  of  existence,  wouldn’t  it?” 

“Yes,”  answered  Buntline,  with  an  uncomfortable  look. 
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“I  ve  got  an  idea  something  like  that  has  occurred.” 

‘'^^ell,  I  hope  not,”  said  the  captain. 

‘‘Let’s  get  back  to  the  airship.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  now?” 

“Hunt  for  the  castaways.  When  we  find  them  we  can 
come  back  here  and  make  a  closer  search  for  the  gold.” 

“Very  well.” 

They  thereupon  went  back  to  the  Demon,  and  put  Bar¬ 
ney  and  Pomp  into  possession  of  the  foregoing  facts. 

It  surprised  the  pair,  of  course. 

The  Demon  was  then  raised  in  the  air. 

Frank  took  control  of  the  wheel,  and  as  Pomp  stood  look¬ 
ing  out  the  turret  window,  he  asked  the  inventor : 

“Wliat  way  yo’  gwine  now,  sah?” 

“Around  the  island  first,  then  diagonally  across  it.  You 
remain  where  j'ou  are  on  lookout.” 

The  airship  was  thereupon  sent  along  on  her  journey, 
and  Barney  and  the  captain  went  out  on  deck  to  keep 
watch. 

A  complete  circuit  of  the  island  was  made. 

It  was  found  to  be  covered  with  the  most  luxuriant  trop¬ 
ical  vegetation,  and  the  shores  were  indented  by  bays  and 
lagoons,  while  off  the  east  coast  stood  a  coral  barrier  reef. 

In  the  middle  the  hills  rose  to  a  great  height,  and  were 
abundantly  clothed  with  verdure. 

•  Not  a  bird  or  beast  or  reptile  was  seen,  but  they  caught 
view  of  several  long,  dug-out  canoes  drawn  up  on  the 
shore,  and  then  saw  smoke  arising  from  a  fire. 

Frank  steered  toward  the  spot  and  soon  caught  view 
of  a  glen  not  far  back  from  the  shore,  in  which  were  gath¬ 
ered  aboul;  sixty  savages,  with  tattooed  bodies. 

They  were  dancing,  yelling  and  brandishing  their  weap¬ 
ons  as  they  whirled  around  a  tree  to  which  a  black  man 
was  bound,  with  a  heap  of  blazing  fagots  around  him. 

“Great  Heavens !  They  are  burning  the  man  to  death !” 
cried  Frank,  in  tones  of  horror. 

“Cannibals,  most  likely !”  said  Barney. 

“Arm  yourselves;  we  must  disperse  them  and  save  the 
wretched  prisoner,”  said  Frank. 

The  rest  rushed  below  to  obey. 

Frank  stopped  the  Demon. 

He  saw  tliat  mere  shooting  was  not  going  to  save  the 
prisoner  from  being  roasted  to  death. 

A  plan  to  save  him  entered  Frank’s  mind. 

He  therefore  nishcd  l)clow  after  his  companions,  and 
securing  a  liose,  he  fasted  it  to  the  water-tank. 

He  carried  it  to  one  of  the  side  windows. 

Below  raged  the  fire. 


Frank  directed  the  stream  of  water  upon  it,  and  his 
friends  went  rushing  up  on  deck  with  their  weapons. 
“Fire  at  them !”  cried  the  inventor. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A  HUMAN  CRY. 

Obedient  to  Frank’s  order  his  companions  blazed  away 
at  the  natives  and  the  stream  of  water  poured  down  upon 
the  fire. 

A  wild  yell  of  dismay  escaped  the  black  men  when  they 
heard  the  reports,  felt  the  bullets  and  saw  the  fiying  ma¬ 
chine. 

To  their  untutored  minds  it  seemed  as  if  the  airship 
was  some  dreadful  monster  come  to  annihilate  them. 

Down  fell  several  of  them  wounded. 

The  grotesque  dance  stopped,  and  there  was  a  cessation 
of  the  music  they  played  by  beating  sticks  on  a  piece  of 
hollow  log. 

Some  fled  to  the  shore. 

Others  hurled  spears  at  the  Demon. 

'  The  rest  shot  arrows  and  flung  their  war-clubs. 

A  panic  of  desperation  assailed  them.  • 

The  young  inventor  steadily  played  the  hose  on  the  fire. 

\ 

It  took  only  a  few  moments  to  quench  the  blaze. 

Frank  then  rushed  up  to  the  turret  and  caused  the 
Demon  to  sink. 

Down  it  settled  rapidly. 

In  a  few  moments  they  reached  the  ground. 

Here  Frank  alighted  and  ran  over  to  the  captive. 

The  man  had  been  scorched  some,  but  was  not  fatally 
burned,  and  he  was  groaning  at  a  fearful  rate. 

Cutting  his  bonds  Frank  liberated  him,  and  glancing 
around  he  saw  that  all  the  cannibals  had  gone. 

They  could  not  witlistand  the  shots  from  our  friend’s 
weapons  and  had  sped  toward  their  canoes,  carr^'ing  their 
wounded  companions  with  them. 

“Don’t  chase  them,  boys!”  shouted  Frank. 

“But  they’ll  be  afther  escapin’,”  plaintively  protested 
Barney. 

“Jjct  them;  wo  don't  care  as  long  as  this  man  is  safe.”  1 

“Kain’t  he  talk  English?”  queried  Pomp. 

“No,”  replied  the  inventor,  with  a  smile. 

’Pile  poor  prisoner  looked  bewildered,  for  he  did  not,  of 
course,  understand  a  single  word  they  uttered. 

Ho  finally  began  to  jabber  in  his  own  tongue,  but  this 
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niystifletl  Frank  ami  his  coinpanioas  as  hiuch  as  they  had 
puzzled  him. 

'Ht’s  no  use,”  said  Frank;  “we  can’t  understand  each 
otlier.” 

“Tlien  we’ll  never  know  nuthin’  about  this  galoot,”  said 
Barney. 

*'  It  isn’t  of  much  interest  to  us,  anyhow.” 

“Very  true;  wot’s  ter  be  did  wid  him?” 

“All  we  can  do  is  to  doctor  him  and  let  him  roam.” 

This  plan  was  carried  out. 

When  the  man  was  gone,  our  friends  arose  in  the  airship 
and  saw  tlie  canoes,  filled  with  natives,  being  paddled 
away. 

“They  evidently  came  from  one  of  the  adjacent  islands,” 
said  Frank.  “It’s  a  habit  of  these  savages  to  carry  their 
captives  to  other  islands  than  the  ones  they  occupy  to  kill 
them.” 

“Ay,  now,”  said  Barney;  “that  must  'a’  been  ther  case 
in  this  instance.” 

Frank  started  the  machine  off  across  the  island. 

“We’ll  have  to  make  a  landing  somewhere  and  refill  our 
water-tanks,”  he  remarked.  “I’ve  emptied  them  quench¬ 
ing  the  fire  which  was  roasting  that  unfortunate  darky. 
Pomp,  you  had  better  coil  in  the  hose  and  disconnect  it 
from  the  tanks.” 

“Yes,  sah,”  replied  the  coon,  and  he  hastened  out. 

The  airship  had  reached  the  middle  of  the  island  and 
Was  scudding  over  the  biggest  hill,  do\vti  which  ran  a 
stream,  when  all  of  a  sudden  Frank  and  the  rest  heard  a 
pistol  shot. 

It  came  from  directly  below,  and  was  almost  instantly 
followed  by  a  piercing  cry  of  mortal  anguish. 

“Hark!  A  decidedly  human  sound,”  said  the  inventor, 
as  he  stopped  the  airship.  “Did  you  hear  it?” 

“Yessah,”  assented  Pomp;  “it  was  under  Us.” 

A  moment  later  there  came  a  wild  cry  of : 

“Help!  Help!  Oh,  save  me!” 

It  excited  eveiy-one,  and  Frank  cut  out  part  of  the  cur¬ 
rent  and  hastily  sent  the  Demon  earthward  to  investigate 
that  piercing  cry  for  assistance. 

“I  see  the  one  who  gave  that  cry;  I  see  him !” 

The  captain  uttered  this  exclamation  as  the  flying  ma¬ 
chine  settled  doTO  rapidly  toward  the  hill. 

All  hands  anxiously  peered  out. 

A  thrilling  scene  met  their  view. 

Upon  the  top  of  the  hill  there  was  a  rocky  clearing,  .sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  circle  of  trees  and  bu.shes. 

In  the  middle  of  this  clearing  two  men  stood  clasped  in 
a  tight  embrace,  struggling  for  their  lives. 


One  was  the  negro  whojii  our  friends  had  saved  from 
the  cannibals,  and  the  other  was  a  white  man  clad  in  the 
garb  of  an  Ainerieun  .sailor. 

As  the  crew  of  the  Demon  glared  down  at  the  struggling 
pair  they  saw  the  black  man  suddenly  wrench  one  arm  free 
and  deal  his  antagonist  a  crushing  blow  on  the  head  with 
a  club. 

Glaring  at  his  victim  a  moment  exultingly,  the  savage 
planted  a  foot  on  his  brea.st,  brandished  his  club,  uttered  a 
blood-curdling  yell  of  triumph  and  darted  away. 

The  next  moment  he  disappeared  in  the  wmods. 

“  By  thunder,  the  brute  has  killed  the  white  man,”  cried 
Frank. 

“He  don’t  budge  an  inch,”  assented  the  captain. 

“We  must  see  wdio  he  is.” 

“The  airship  is  going  to  land  near  him.” 

Down  went  the  Demon  to  the  crest  of  the  hill. 

It  finally  paused  close  to  the  fallen  man. 

Frank  and  his  companions  hastily  alighted  and  ran  over 
to  the  sailor,  who  lay  prone  on  the  ground. 

The  inventor  knelt  beside  him. 

Turning  the  man  over  he  closely  examined  his  face  and 
a  startled  cry  escaped  him. 

“It’s  Ealph  Howard!”  he  cried. 

“Who  is  he?  Do  you  know  him?”  queried  Buntline. 

“Yes;  he  is  one  of  the  crew  of  the  Jennie  Jerome.” 

“I  see;  one  of  the  .shipwrecked  crew  you  came  to  find.” 

“Exactly  so,  and  as  he  is  here  the  rest  must  be  here.” 

“That’s  reasonable;  is  he  dead?” 

“No;  simply  stunned.” 

“Try  to  revive  him.” 

Frank  did  so,  and  finally  succeeded. 

The  sailor  recovered,  but  instead  of  regaining  his  facul¬ 
ties,  he  w'as  hopelessly  delirious  from  the  blow. 

There  was  no  sign  of  recognition  in  the  blank  stare  he 
gave  the  people  around  him,  and  they  saw  that  nothing  but 
the  most  careful  nursing  w’ould  save  his  life. 

“He  seems  dazed  entoirely,”  remarked  Barney. 

“I  hope  his  skull  isn’t  fractured,”  Frank  answered. 

“tx)rdy,  he  don’t  know  nobody!” 

“That’s  true.  Pomp;  carry  him  aboard.” 

They  handled  the  poor  fellow  with  the  gentlest  care,  and 
he  was  taken  upon  the  airship,  and  when  they  laid  him  in 
a  berth  Frank  undressed  him  and  examined  the  wound. 

There  was  no  fracture. 

The  inventor  dressed  the  poor  fellow’s  injuries  and  they 
made  him  feel  easier  and  more  comfortable. 

As  Frank  understood  a  great  deal  about  medicines  he 
at  once  began  to  doctor  the  patient. 
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‘Its  too  bad  this  happened,”  he  remarked. 


“Most  decidedly;  Uve  seen  such  cases  before.  My  ex- 


“  Why  ?”  asked  Barney. 

“Because  he  can’t  tell  us  now  where  to  look  for  his 
shipmates,  and  we’ll  have  to  hunt  at  random  for  them.” 

“How  long'll  it  be  afore  he  recovers?” 

“That  depends  upon  circumstances.” 

Each  one  offered  to  watch  the  injured  man  in  turn.s,  and 
Frank  returned  to  the  turret. 

For  the  present  he  could  not  do  anything  further  for 
the  patient,  so  he  had  the  water-casks  filled  at  the  stream 
and  sent  the  machine  aloft  again. 

Pomp  took  the  first  turn  watching  the  ill  sailor. 

Frank  stopped  the  Demon  when  it  rose  a  few  feet  and 
put  the  current  into  the  driving  screws. 

The  airship  drove  ahead. 

All  the  rest  of  the  day  was  spent  in  a  search  for  the  lost 
crew  of  the  Jennie  Jerome.  • 

But  they  were  not  found  at  the  close  of  day. 

Frank  was  puzzled. 

As  he  sat  at  the  dinner  table  that  night  he  asked : 

“  Could  it  be  possible  that  the  rest  of  the  crew  are  either 
dead  or  gone  from  this  island  ?” 

“Perhaps  thim  cannibals  ketched  ’em,”  suggested  Bar¬ 
ney. 

“I  doubt  that.” 

“Well,  there  seemed  to  be  bad  blood  atween  this  feller  an’ 
ther  darky  what  we  saved,  ye  know.” 

“That’s  very  true,  too,  but  it  could  have  been  brought 
about  by  an  accidental  meeting,  too.” 

“Will  yo’  stay  up  in  de  air  all  night?”  asked  Pomp. 

“No;  a  gale  may  rise  and  blow  us  out  to  sea.  I'll  land 
yonder  on  the  shore,  near  the  cliffs.” 

When  the  Demon  alighted  upon  the  sand  our  friends  re¬ 
mained  up  late  discussing  what  had  happened. 

“If  we  don’t  meet  with  any  success  after  another  search 
for  those  sailors  to-morrow,”  .said  Frank,  finally,  “I’m  going 
to  try  to  find  the  treasure.” 

“Oh,”  said  tlie  captain,  with  a  frown  and  a  sigh,  as  he 
shook  his  head,  “it’s  of  no  use.  I’ve  given  up  all  hope.” 

“But  I  haven’t,”  emphatically  said  Frank. 

“Where  can  you  look?” 

“Just  where  you  indicated. 

“It’s  useless.” 

“Not  if  a  theory  I  have  is  all  right.” 

“What  new  idea  have  you  got  now?” 

“I'm  under  the  itnpression  that  this  place  is  volcanic, 
and  during  an  earthijuake  the  rock.s  sunk,  leaving  the  de¬ 
pression  we  saw  in  the  soil  at  that  spot.” 

“Could  such  an  event  occur?” 


perience  showed  me  plainly  that  some  such  convulsion  of 
nature  occurred  there  in  the  past.  Everything  about  the 
spot  indicates  it  clearly.” 

On  the  following  day  the  Demon  was  driven  to  the  woods 
where  tlie  captain  said  the  cavern  had  been. 

The  injured  sailor  had  rallied  a  great  deal,  but  he  was 
too  sick  yet  to  be  asked  any  questions. 

Taking  some  imjffements  our  friends  began  to  excavate 
about  the  depression  in  various  places. 

It  did  not  result  in  any  good. 

Nothing  was  found. 

The  ground  showed  very  clearly  that  it  had  not  been  dis¬ 
turbed  in  ages  past. 

Finally  they  gave  up  the  search. 

“You  must  have  made  an  error  in  locating  the  place,  cap¬ 
tain,”  said  Frank  at  last. 

“No,  no !  It  don’t  seem  possible,”  said  Buntline,  grave¬ 
ly.  “I’ve  searched  about  for  some  other  indication,  but 
every  clew  leads  me  to  this  spot.” 

“You’d  better  try  it  again  after  dark.” 

“Why?”  demanded  the  captain. 

“Because  the  woods  will  assume  the  same  look  they  had 
when  you  found  the  treasure,  and  you  will  tlius  be  able 
to  locate  the  place  more  accurately.”  __ 

“That  seems  reasonable,”  admitted  Buntline,  “for  the 
reason  that  I  never  went  near  the  place'  in  daylight  after 
1  first  located  it,  for  fear  Dan  Scott  would  follow  me  and 
find  it.” 

“Scott,  eh?  Now,  I  wonder  what  became  of  him  and 
his  schooner,  the  Dragon,  with  which  he  and  his  syndicate 
expected  to  come  here  and  get  the  treasure  ?” 

“I  presume  they  are  on  their  way  here  now.” 

“Should  we  meet,  there  will  be  a  hot  struggle.” 

“No  doubt  of  that;  I  am  extremely  anxious  to  locate 
the  pirate’s  treasure  and  get  it  atoard  before  those  villains 
reach  this  island.  Nothing  would  plea.se  me  better  than 
to  baffle  them  after  the  way  they  treated  me.” 

“Oh,  there’s  plenty  of  time  before  tliey  get  here.  !■  an¬ 
ticipate  that  W'e  will  have  our  business  here  finished  and 
be  gone  before  they  get  anywhere  near  this  island,  cap¬ 
tain.” 

“Hark!  What’s  that?”  .suddenly  asked  Buntline. 

Frank  listened  intently. 

Then  he  heard  a  yell  and  a  pistol  shot. 

“I’omp’s  voice!”  cried  the  inventor. 

“Where  are  he  and  Barney?” 

“’I'be  last  I  saw  of  them  they  were  in  the  w’oods.” 

“Ha!  Here  comes  someone.” 
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l’«>ering  tlirougli  the  woods  tliey  saw  Barney. 

He  wa.s  rushing  toward  them  as  iast  as  lie  could. 

Ill  a  few  iiiomeiits  he  reached  hrank',  in  a  high  state  of 
e.xciteinent,  and  panted  hard  for  breath. 

“What's  the  row?”  Frank  demanded. 

“Oh,  Ijor,”  groaned  Barney,  chokingly. 

Then  lie  panted  and  puffed  like  a  steam  engine. 

“Has  anything  gone  wrong?”  queried  Frank,  quickly. 

“It  has.” 

“Speak  out!” 

“Pomp  is  a  dead  man !” 

“What  befell  him?” 

“A  crew  av  thim  ghosts  sprung  from  ther  bushes  an’ 
tackled  us.  Pomp  wuz  knocked  sinseless;  I  fired  at  ’em 
as  one  sped  away  with  ther  nagur,  but  ther  ball  did  no 
harm,  so  1  came  here  for  assistance.” 

_  I 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  DElfOH  DISAPPEARS. 

“Pomp  abducted  by  the  gho.sts!” 

Frank  and  the  captain  were  amazed. 

ToF  a  moment  they  glared  at  Barney  in  amazement. 

Then  the  inventor  asked  ha.stily: 

“Wliieh  way  did  they  go?” 

“Straight  towards  ther  village,”  answered  the  Celt. 

“Come  on,  captain;  we  must  save  him.” 

“Howld  on,  Frank.” 

“What  now,  Barney?” 

“It  won't  be  safe  to  leave  ther  airship  unguarded.” 

“Very  true;  you  get  aboard  and  stay  there.” 

And  as  Frank  and  Buntline  rushed  away  in  the  direction 
indicated  by  the  Irishman,  Barney  proceeded  to  the  Demon. 

He  soon  reached  her  and  went  aboard. 

For  a  few  moments  he  stood  watching  his  coinpanions, 
and  when  they  disappeared  from  view  he  gave  a  sigh  and 
passed  into  the  turret,  muttering: 

“I  hopes  as  they’ll  overhaul  them  blamed  goblins  an’ 
save  poor  Pomp  from  them  spalpeens.” 

Then  he  went  below. 

He  wanted  to  see  how  the  sick  man  was  progressing,  for 
Barney  expected  soon  to  be  able  to  speak  to  him  and  find 
out  where  all  the  rest  of  the  crew  of  the  Jennie  Jerome 
were. 

VTien  he  reached  the  cabin  he  strode  over  to  the  berths 
and  glanced  down  in  the  one  the  sailor  had  occupied. 


It  was  empty! 

The  man  was  gone ! 

“Gee  whiz!”  roared  Barney. 

lie  could  scarcely  believe  the  evidence  of  his  eye.s,  and 
he  rubbed  them  and  glared  at  the  bunk  again. 

But  he  failed  to  see  the  sailor. 

“He’s  gone  fer  fair,”  he  gasped. 

But  where  had  the  man  gone  to? 

When  Barney  had  la,st  seen  him  he  was  so  sick  that  it 
seemed  to  bo  a  sheer  impossibility  for  him  to  have  risen 
from  his  bed  and  walked  away. 

The  Irishman  was  greatly  puzzled. 

“  I  8’po.se  he  got  a  sudden  notion  in  his  head  that  he  wuz 
able  ter  take  care  av  hisself,”  muttered  Barney,  “an’  he 
mu.st  ’a’  riz  an’  wandered  off  .somewheres.  I'll  search  aiwut 
an’  see  if  1  kin  find  ther  baste.” 

He  then  began  to  hunt  assiduously. 

Every  part  of  the  Demon  was  carefully  searched,  but  to 
his  utter  amazement  he  failed  to  find  his  man. 

He  had  completely  disappeared. 

“Bedad,  he  ain’t  aboard !”  gasped  Barney,  finally. 

This  increased  his  astonishment,  for  how  the  man  got  off 
the  .ship  in  his  feeble  condition  was  more  than  the  Celt 
could  very  well  understand. 

While  he  was  puzzling  his  mind  over  the  matter,  Frank 
and  the  captain  were  racing  through  the  woods  like  a  pair 
of  deer,  on  a  hunt  for  the  ghosts. 

They  finally  saw  the  objects  of  their  quest. 

Far  ahead  they  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  white  figures 
they  sought,  racing  ahead  swiftly. 

“There  they  are!  There  they  arc!”  e.vcitedly  cried  the 
inventor. 

“Yes,  I  see  them,  and  there’s  a  dozen  or  more  of  the 
white,  spectral  figures,”  panted  the  captain. 

“Got  a  pi.'^tol?” 

“No;  have  you?” 

“I’m  sorry  to  say  I  haven't.” 

“Then  we’ll  have  to  depend  on  our  legs.” 

“Run  faster!” 

“I  can’t.” 

“Then  I’m  going  to  leave  you  behind.” 

“Go  ahead,  then,  for  we  are  rapidly  overtaking  them.” 

Frank  .spurted  ahead. 

At  a  short  distance  ahead  he  caught  view  of  the  pirates’ 
village  and  he  saw  the  phantoms  heading  for  it. 

“I’ll  catch  them  soon  if  1  keep  up  this  .>jpeed.''  he  mut¬ 
tered.  “Once  I  get  my  hands  on  them.  I’ll — oh.  jingo!’’ 

The  latter  exclamation  was  wrung  from  his  lips  by  stub¬ 
bing  his  foot  against  a  tree  root. 
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He  fell  prostrate. 

But  he  instantly  bounded  to  his  feet  again. 

During  that  brief  spell,  though,  the  ghosts  had  van¬ 
ished  as  suddenly  and  completely  as  if  the  ground  had 
opened  and  swallowed  every  one  of  them. 

Frank  phused. 

He  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  it. 

‘‘Where  in  the  world  have  they  gone?”  he  ggsped. 
Standing  there,  completely  bewildered,  for  a  few  mo¬ 
ments,  he  finally  strode  ahead  and  reaching  the  la.^^t  place 
he  had  seen  them  he  glanced  around. 

As  formerly,  not  a  vestige  of  them  was  to  be  seen. 

They  did  not  leave  a  trace. 

Presently  the  captain  joined  him. 

“All  gone,  I  see!”  he  panted. 

“Yes.” 

‘‘Did  you  locate  them?” 

“No.” 

“It  was  astonishing  how  fast  they  faded.” 

‘‘Did  you  see  them  disappear?” 

“I  did;  they  simply  melted  away.” 

“And  you  observed  my  fall?” 

“Of  course;  it  was  too  bad.  I  thought  you'd  catch 
them.” 

“So  did  I,  but  I  didn’t.” 

“.\ny  trail  left?” 

“Not  a  clew.” 

‘‘How  mysterious  1” 

“1  can't  make  it  out  at  all!” 

“First  1  thought  they  passed  into  the  village,  but  I’d 

swear  they  vanished  before  leaving  the  woods,  and - ” 

“Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!” 

A  diabolical  laugh  was  heard. 

Then  another  cliimed  in,  and  anothef,  and  so  it  continued 
until  there  was  a  chorus  of  many  voices  laughing. 

Frank  and  his  companion  started. 

They  glanced  (luickly  at  each  other  as  that  strange  chorus 
suddenly  pealeil  out  with  mocking  inflections,  and  then 
suddenly  and  abrujitly  stoj)pcd. 

“Lord  !”  gasp(‘d  Huntline.  “  Did  you  hear  that?” 
‘‘Where  did  the  voices  come  from?” 

“1  have-not  the  fainte.st  idea.” 

“.Search  about  and  see  if  wc  can  locate  them.” 

The  caiitain  complied  with  a  poor  grace. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  he  was  getting  frightened. 

Ro  much  of  the  ghost  business  ns  he  had  experienced  was 
wearing  on  his  nerves  and  arousing  his  superstition. 

lie-  felt  nervous  and  started  at  the  sligt)test  sound,  and 
ji  (-old  ,])ersiiiralion  burst  out  all  over  him. 


Whenever  ho  heard  the  snapping  of  a  twig  or  the  rustling 
of  the  trees  his  teeth  began  to  chatter  and  his  muscles 
were  drawn. 

F rank,  ou  the  contrary,  was  as  cool  as  an  iceberg. 

He  did  not  have  the  slightest  fear  of  phantoms,  for  de¬ 
spite  all  he  had  seen,  he  had  no  belief  in  the  supernatural. 

To  his  mind  there  was  a  logical  e.xplanatioil  of  all  this 
mystery,  and  he  felt  quite  confident  that  if  he  could  once  get 
one  of  those  aj^paritions  in  his  hands  he  would  analyze  it 
thoroughly,  and  find  out  exactly  what  it  was  made  of. 

Although  they  hunted  high  and  low,  they  could  not  find 
anything  of  the  white  figures. 

Pomp  had  disappeared  completely,  too. 

This  fact  worried  the  inventor,  for  he  had  the  gravest 
fears  for  his  friend’s  life. 

“We’ll  have  to  give  it  up,”  he  remarked,  finally,  with 
a  deep-drawn  sigh  of  disappointment.  “Those  objects 
have  hidden  him  effectively.  I  only  hope  he  won’t  come 
to  grief.”  ^ 

‘‘Let's  get  back  to  the  airship,”  eagerly  suggested  the 
captain,  “and  we  then  can  rise  above  the  ground  and  keep 
a  watch  below  for  him.  It  will  be  a  greater  advantage 
than  remaining  down  here,  for  from  a  height  we  will  com¬ 
mand  a  broader  view  of  the  ground  and  see  the  ghosts 
quicker.” 

Frank  laughed. 

He  had  noted  the  captain’s  feverish  an.xiety. 

“You  are  getting  shaky.  Buntline!”  he  e.xclaimed. 

“It’s  a  painful  but  veracious  fact,”  assented  the  skip¬ 
per. 

“Well,  you  should  be  skeptical  about  phantoms.” 

“A  man  must  credit  his  e3fesight.” 

“Bosh!  A  fellow  with  a  sheet  flung  over  him  looks  like 
a  ghost.” 

“A  es;  but  he  don’t  sweat  fire  like  the  genuine  article  just 
imported  from  the  infernal  regions.  And  he  wouldnt 
be  able  to  vanish  like  a  puff  of  wind,  as  these  spooks  do.” 

“1  am  puzzled  and  m^'stifiod  about  them  now,'*  said 
frank,  “but  the  moment  T  get  hold  of  one  I'll  bet  lH 
.'<how  you  something  pretty  substantial  alnjut  liim.” 

“Why  do  you  persist  in  thinking  so,  after  the  manife^D- 
tions  you  have  seen  of  their  unearthly  ])ower?“ 

“  I  liat  laugh  gave  them  away;  the  tones  were  ptird.'' 
Iiutuan.  There  never  was  a  s]iirit  with  a  tmilerial  voice.’' 

I  hiR  answer  .set  the  captain  to  thinking  hard. 

And  they  went  back  to  the  place  where  they  left  the 
Demoji. 

Here  another  startling  surjirise  fiwnited  them. 

'I’he  .airship  was  gone! 


1 


THE  DEMON  OF  THE  CLOUDS 


19 


“Well,  by  Jove!  A\ill  wonders  never  cease!"  gasped 

Frank- 

"Barney  must  have  been  crazy  to  go  away  and  leave  us 
to  our  fate  in  this  manner,”  angrily  exclaimed  the  captain. 
“But  then,  perhaps,  he  had  good  reason  for  acting  so.” 
•HVe’ll  wait  and  see  if  he  returns,”  said  Frank. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  STEAMER  NANCY  NOON. 

When  Barney  found  he  eould  not  solve  the  problem  of 
where  the  sick  sailor  had  disappeared,  he  finally  went  up 
on  deck. 

He  had  not  been  there  more  than  a  few  moments  when 
he  suddenly  caught  view  of  a  procession  of  ghosts  in  the 

(fistance. 

They  were  going  along  in  single  file  at  a  rapid  rate  of 
speed,  and  were  taking  the  direction  of  the  middle  of  the 
.  island. 

In  advance  he  saw  his  friend  Pomp. 

of  the  white  objects  were  carrying  the  coon,  and 
j  Barney  leaped  to  the  ground  and  rushed  after  them. 

'  He  kept  them  plainly  in  view. 

'  But  suddenly  they  all  disappeared  again. 

Barney  was  wild  with  chagrin. 

He  reached  tlie  spot  where  they  vanished. 

>  It  was  a  spot  densely  overgrown  with  bushes. 

I  From  the  midst  of  the  bushes  there  rose  a  heap  of  rocks 
!  to  a  height  of  ten  feet,  and  he  searched  around  them. 

I  He  thought  the  ghosts  were  hiding  behind  the  pile. 

A  small,  white  object  caught  the  Celt’s  view,  clinging 
to  a  tangled  mass  of  vines  growing  up  the  face  of  the  rocks. 
He  eagerly  picked  it  up. 

It  was  a  handkerchief. 

I  And  it  bore  the  darky’s  initials. 

“Belongs  ter  Pomp,”  soliloquized  Barney. 

He  east  another  glance  at  the  spot  where  he  had  picked 
it  up. 

A  startled  look  crossed  his  face. 

“Wot’s  that?”  he  gasped. 

Then  he  pushed  his  arm  into  the  vines. 

No  rocks  were  behind  them. 

He  parted  the  vines  and  saw  a  dork  opening. 

It  looked  like  the  entrance  to  a  cave  and  he  lit  a'match, 
pushing  through,  he  entered  a  large  .room. 


He  expected  to  find  the  ghosts  there,  but  saw  no  one. 

The  cave  was  empty  ! 

,  It  was  a  small  apartment,  and  on  the  floor  lay  a  human 
skeleton. 

“Ther  remains  av  some  poor  divil !”  thought  Barney.  “I 
reckoned  them  ghosts  wuz  in  here,  but  I  see  as  they  isn't.” 

He  was  greatly  puzzled  to  know  where  they  went. 

Searching  the  cave  thoroughly,  and  finding  nothing,  he 
went  out. 

Barney  spent  a  quarter  of  an  hour  looking  around  for 
some  sign  of  the  ghosts  or  his  friends,  and  finally  went  back 
to  the  airship. 

From  where  it  lay  he  had  a  good  view  of  the  central 
hilltop,  and  now,  to  his  surprise,  he  saw  the  ghostly  band 
winding  its  way  up  to  the  crest  of  the  elevation. 

“There  they  are  again,”  gasped  the  Celt,  rushing  into 
the  pilot-house.  “Now  I’ve  got  ’em.  I’ll  send  ther  ship 
aloft  an’  dhrop  a  bomb  down  on  their  heads.” 

And  up  went  the  airship. 

It  rose  directly  above  the  treetops  before  he  drove  it 
ahead,  and  it  was  then  steered  directly  for  the  elevation. 

By  the  time  the  airship  reached  the  elevation  he  saw 
the  procession  going  down  the  other  side  of  the  hill. 

Procuring  a  repeating  rifle  the  Irishman  now  began  to 
blaze  away  at  the  ghosts. 

At  the  sound  of  the  first  shot  they  paused. 

The  second  shot  caused  them  to  look  upward. 

And  at  the  third  shot  they  dropped  Pomp  and  scattered. 

Away  they  darted  in  all  directions. 

Rapidly  lowering  the  airship  Pomp  was  soon  reached 
and  Barney  found  him,  bound  hand  and  foot  with  cords, 
and  blindfolded. 

“Hey,  Pomp !”  gasped  the  Celt. 

“Is  dat  yo’,  Barney?”  replied  the  coon,  joyfully. 

“It  is,  me  lad;  an’  are  yer  safe?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’m  glad  ter  hear  that.” 

“Cut  dese  cords,  will  yer,  Barney?” 

“Fcr  sure!  They  has  3’er  well  tied!” 

And  Pomp  was  liberated. 

He  pulled  olf  the  blinder  from  his  ej'es. 

As  soon  as  his  eyes  became  accustomed  to  the  light,  and 
he  saw  the-airship  close  by,  he  asked : 

“Are  yo’  alone?” 

“I  am,”  replied  Barney,  nodding. 

“Where’s  b’rank  and  Buntline?” 

“Off  searchin’  fer  you.” 

“How  did  yer  find  me?” 

Barney  told  all  that  happened. 
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When  he  finished,  lie  asked; 

“Let’s  go  out  ter  meet  her.” 

“Now-,  where  have  ye  been  all  this  time?” 

“But  how  about  Frank?” 

“Dey  kept  carry! n'  me  around.” 

“  Oh,  he  can’t  git  lost.” 

‘‘Did  yer  see  where?” 

“All  right,  go  ahead.” 

“Yes-^some  oh  de  places.” 

The  Celt  steered  the  Demon  out  to  sea. 

“Then  for  Heaven’s  sake  explain  them  mysterious  dis- 

In  a  short  time  she  neared  the  steamer. 

appearances.” 

All  the  crew  were  upon  the  deck,  eagerly  watching  the 

“Hat  am  easy;  dis  island  am  honeycombed  with  under- 

airship,  and  Pomp  hailed  them  with : 

ground  pa.ssages.  Dcrc  am  many  cunningly  concealed  cn- 

“Ship  ahoy  1” 

trances  underground  in  der  trees  and  in  der  rocks.”' 

“Ahoy !”  came  the  reply. 

“So  them  ghosts  disappeared  by  a-goin’  inter  these  open- 

“^Yhat  ship  am  dat?” 

in’s?” 

“The  Nancy  Noon  of  San  Francisco.” 

“  Dat's  where  dey  went,  fo’  shu’ !” 

“Whar  yo’  gwine?” 

“Did  they  say  anything  to  yer?” 

“To  that  island  for  water.” 

“Not  a  word.” 

“Well,  yo’  better  keep  away.” 

“Or  try  ter  harm  yer?” 

“What  for?”  i 

“Not  once.” 

“It’s  filled  with  gho.sts.”  ,1 

“Well,  that’s  funny.” 

“Oh,  we  ain’t  afraid  of  them.”  j 

“1  think  so,  too.” 

“  You'll  sec  wot  trouble  you  have.” 

“Describe  then  ghosts  at  close  range,  if  you  plazc.” 

“Where's  your  captain?’’  ^  i 

‘‘1  can’t;  dey  blindfolded  me  right  after  I  got  under 

“  Frank  llearlc,  J r.  ?”  • 

ground.” 

“  Yes ;  1  presume  he  is  your  leader.” 

“How  did  they  feel — like  fii-e?” 

“He  is  on  shore  with  Captain  Buntline.” 

“Naw;  like  anybody  else.” 

“  Ah  I  I  see.  What  brought  you  here  ?” 

Barney  was  an.xious  to  know  something  about  the  (piality 

"Private  busine.ss.”  --W--* 

of  the  spectres,  but  was  doomed  to  disap{X)intnicnt. 

“Have  you  finished  it?” 

Pomp  had  no  chance  to  test  them,  bound  and  blindfolded 

“No,  sir;  not  yet.” 

as  he  had  been,  so  he  could  not  give  very  much  informa- 

“Ah  I  you  haven’t,  eh?  Well,  that’s  good  !” 

tion  about  them. 

“1  don’  fink  so,”  laughed  Pomp. 

“Hadn’t  we  better  look  for  Frank  and  dc  captain?”  he 

“Mush!”  interposed  Barney,  warningly. 

asked. 

“For  wot?”  demanded  the  coon. 

“Yes;  they'll  be  liack  and  find  ther  Demon  gone.” 

“Don't  give  our  business  away  ter  that  stranger.” 

“Vo’  sec  any  ob  dein  ghosts  now?” 

“I  isn't  gwine  to.” 

“They  have  all  disappeared.” 

“You  came  mighty  near  it.” 

“Dat  am  good;  come  aboard.” 

“  Wait !  I’ll  find  out  where  dat  ship  go.” 

'I’liey  got  upon  the  airship  and  sent  her  aloft. 

‘‘No;  don’t  bother  any  further  with  'em.  We  kin  lain 

As  slie  pau.sed  in  the  air.  Pomp  suddenly  e.xclaimed: 

all  we  wants  ter  whin  we  meets  'em  ashore.” 

“Hello!  1’his  am  funny!” 

“.\ll  right,  den.” 

“Wot  is?”  asked  Barney,  in  surprise. 

“I’m  goin’  back  ter  ther  land;  Frank  will  be  worried.” 

“Looker  dat  steamer.” 

“  l.et  her  go  !” 

“It's  coming  ter  this  island.” 

Barney  nodded  and  drove  the  airship  awa\’. 

“Yep;  dat  am  sure.” 

1  ho  crew  of  the  steamer  keenly  watched  her  movements. 

Barney  scaniusl  the  vessel  with  a  telescope. 

and  she  ([uiekly  left  the  stranger  astern. 

It  was  about  two  leagues  away  yet. 

Reaching  the  island  Barney  heard  a  hail  below  of: 

'I'he  vessel  was  small  and  speedy  and  her  course  was  di- 

“Hey!” 

reetly  toward  I’hanlom  Islaml. 

“Hello!” 

“Can  yo’  see  wot  flag  she  done  carry?’’  asked  Pomp. 

“Come  down  here!” 
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THK  APPKAHANCK  OF  AN  OLD  ENEMA'.* 

“Wlicre  under  the  sun  have  you  been  with  the  airship?” 
I  was  Frank’s  first  salutation,  as  he  stepped  aboard,  fol- 
j  lowed  by  Buntline. 

“Savin’  Pomp,  fer  one  thing,”  replied  Barney,  with  a 
5  'grin. 

^  “Pomp?  Why — have  you  seen  him ?” 

“I've  got  him !” 

“Hurrah!”  cried  the  captain. 

And  just  then  the  coon  ru.shcd  into  view,  and  there  was 
a  hearty  handshake  all  around. 

When  their  first  transports  of  joy  subsided,  Frank  nat¬ 
urally  wanted  to  know  what  had  happened  to  Pomp,  and 
'  ,  liow  the  Celt  happened  to  recover  him. 

He  was  told. 

Then  he  heard  of  the  steamer. 

“So  she’s  coming  here,  is  she?”  he  asked. 

“Ay,  sor;  ther  crew  wants  fresh  water,”  said  Barney. 

I*  “Her  name  is  the  Xancy  Xoon,  you  say?” 

“That  it  are,  an’  she  hails  from  San  Francisco.” 
|?^^“We  must  have  nothing  to  do  with  them.” 

“T  don’t  .see  wh)',  bedad!” 

“Simply  because  we  can’t  have  them  prying  into  our 
business.” 

“Oh  I  they  seemed  ter  be  honest  fellers.” 

“Granted,  but  it  isn’t  to  our  interest  to  cultivate  stran¬ 
gers.” 


“What  do  you  think  of  Pomp’s  account  of  the  ghosts 
disappearing  into  underground  passages,  with  hidden  en¬ 
trances?”  asked  the  captain  of  the  young  inventor.  “Don't 
that  explain  the  seeming  mystery  of  their  rapid-vanishing 
acts  ?” 

“Very  plainly,”  said  Frank.  “It  also  confirms  my  sus¬ 
picion  that  they  are  very  material  spirits.” 

i“In  which  way?” 

“Whj',  if  they  were  real  ghosts  they  would  not  have  to 
resort  to  ordinary  methods  of  disappearing;  they  would 
;  simply  melt  away.  VTiat  they  did  to  vanish,  is  what  any 
> ,  human  being  would  do.” 

“That’s  a  fact.” 

“If  this  island  is  honeycombed  with  secret  passages  it 
i  is  more  than  likely- the  lighthouse  is,  too,  where  I  had  my 
■  first  experience  with  the  disappearing  phantoms.” 

“We  might  investigate  Pomp’s  story  with  benefit.” 


“I’m  sure  we  couhl,  for  the  reason  that  it  might  exjdain 
how  we  heard  that  ghostly  laughing  and  could  not  find 
the  ones  who  uttered  the  sound.s.  They  must  have  been 
hidden  under  ground  in  th.eir  subterranean  passages  when 
they  laughed,  and  that  is  the  reason  we  could  not  locate 
them.” 

“Some  of  the  mystery  is  being  cleared  up,”  said  Bunt- 
line,  with  a  faint  smile.  “What  you  say  dispels  the  illu¬ 
sion  to  a  certain  extent  and  lends  the  mystery  a  natural 
air.” 

“Could  you  lead  us  to  one  of  those  hidden  pa.ssages, 
Pomp?” 

“Ob  co’se  I  can,”  readily  assented  the  coon. 

“We  will  go,  then,  and  explore  it.” 

“It  must  lade  ter  ther  cave  I  wuz  in,”  said  Barney. 

“What  cave  are  you  alluding  to?” 

“Didn’t  I  tell  yer  as  I  seen  a  ghostly  gang  vanish  into 
a  cave?” 

“Certainly  not!” 

“Then  I’ll  explain.” 

And  he  did  so. 

Everyone  listened  intently. 

When  Barney  explained  about  the  skeleton,  the  captain 
cried : 

“Could  you  find  that  cave  again?” 

“I  think  so,”  replied  the  Celt,  nodding. 

“You  had  better  do  so  at  once,  then.” 

“Why?”  V 

“Because  it  is  the  treasure  cavern !” 

Had  a  bomb  exploded  among  them  they  could  not  have 
been  more  astonished  than  they  were  to  hear  this. 

Finally  Frank  asked: 

“Why  do  you  say  that?” 

“Simply  because  his  description  fits  the  place,  and  the 
skeleton  must  be  that  of  the  man  Commodore  Wild  killed, 
as  I  explained  when  I  first  told  you  my  story  alx)ut  the 
place.” 

Frank  recalled  the  eircumstance  to  mind  of  how  Wild 
had  gone  to  the  cave  with  a  valise  full  of  booty,  and  how 
the  two  arch  conspirators  had  followed  him  and  were 
killed. 

“Will  we  go  on  foot?”  queried  Pomp. 

“Xo;  just  raise  the  Demon  over  ther  treetops,”  said  Bar¬ 
ney.  “From  that  elevation  I  kin  better  judge  where  ther 
heap  of  rocks  lie.” 

Frank  thereupon  turned  the  electric  current  into  the 
rotascopes,  and  as  they  spun  around  the  machine  soared 
skyward. 

It  soon  cleared  the  trees. 
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As  it  gained  a  good  elevation  Barney  jJointed  back  to  the 
bay,  around  which  the  pirates’  village  was  built,  and  said : 

“See!  There s  thcr  Nancy  Noon!  She’s  come  ter  an¬ 
chor,  an  tiler  crew  is  debarkin’  in  her  quarter  boats.” 

‘‘They  are  watching  us,  too,’'  said  Frank. 

“I  hope  dat  they  won't  interfere  with  us,”  Pomp  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“There  isn’t  much  danger  of  that,”  replied  the  cap¬ 
tain. 

Barney  now  went  out  on  deck. 

Leaning  over  the  railing  he  said: 

“Send  her  more  ter  ther  east'ard.” 

The  young  inventor  followed  his  various  instructions, 
and  the  airship  kept  darting  here  and  there  and  sweeping 
around  in  circles,  while  the  Celt  kept  a  keen  watch  on  the 
woods  below  and  directed  her  course. 

In  the  course  of  an  hour  Barney  recognized  the  place 
where  he  had  been  when  he  saw  the  cave. 

“Drop  her  here !”  he  sung  out. 

“Are  j'ou  sure  of  the  spot?”  asked  Frank,  complying. 

“I’d  swear  to  it.” 

“Then  I’ll  land  her  in  that  clearing.” 

Settling  rapidly  the  machine  finally  reached  the  ground, 
and  Barney  saw  the  heap  of  rocks  he  had  seen  before. 

As  soon  as  the  captain’s  glance  fell  on  the  pile  he  cried : 

“That’s  the  place!  I  recognize  it  now  by  the  peculiar 
formation  of  the  front,  and  the  vines  that  cover  the  en¬ 
trance.” 

I'lveryone  was  in  a  fever  of  anxiety. 

They  all  wished  to  find  out  if  the  treasure  was  intact. 

Grasping  a  lantern  Frank  alighted,  followed  by  thq  oth¬ 
ers,  and  they  quickly  entered  the  cave. 

It  was  the  same  place  Barney  had  been  in. 

The  white  skeleton  of  a  man  lay  in  a  corner  and  as 
Frank  flashed  the  rays  of  the  lantern  around  the  walls,  ho 
asked :  * 

“Where  i#  the  inner  chamber  you  mentioned?” 

“’I’hc  door  is  in  the  wall  right  here,  opposite  the  en¬ 
trance,”  answered  the  captain,  touching  a  certain  section. 

“Open  it.” 

“  Hold  the  light  nearer  so  I  can  see.” 

Frank  strode  closer  and  they  all  saw  a  faint  erack  in  the; 
wall,  showing  the  outline  of  the  door  of  stone  in  the  rock. 

Bid  there  was  no  visible  means  of  opening  it. 

'I'hn  captain  groped  about  blindly  and  vainly. 

At  last  he  remarked: 

“We'll  have  to  force  it.” 

“Insert  your  knife  blade  in  the  crevice.” 

Bunt  line  tried  this  e.xpedient,  but  it  did  not  work. 


He  could  not  force  the  door  open  at  all. 

Frank  had  been  keenly  watching  it,  and  now  said : 

“You’ll  have  to  give  it  up,  and  I'll  blow  it  open  with 
powder.”  * 

Leaving  them  there  he  returned  aboard  tlie  airship  and 
got  a  package  of  fine  powder,  a  chunk  of  putty,  a  fuse,  and 
a  piece  of  paper  which  he  rolled  in  a  spiral  cylinder. 

Puttying  up  the  cracks  he  blew  the  powder  into  them  with 
the  paper  eylinder  through  a  small  opening  left  for  that 
purpose,  and  inserting  the  fuse,  he  lit  it. 

Then  all  retreated  from  the  cave. 

A  few  moments  later  there  eame  a  violent  explosion. 

A  cloud  of  smoke  gushed  out  of  the  entrance,  laden  with 
the  odor  of  burnt  powder. 

The  four  waited  a  few  moments  to  let  the  smoke  clear, 
and  then  passed  into  the  cave  again. 

Here  they  found  the  stone  door,  shattered  to  pieces,  lying 
on  the  floor,  and  a  dense  cloud  of  smoke  overhanging 
all. 


Through  the  opening  thus  left  they  observed  a  small, 
square  compartment  beyond,  in  which  stood  a  number  of 
boxes,  casks,  barrels  and  packages. 

“There’s  the  treasure!”  cried  the  captain,  pointing  ati 

<  H  ' 


it. 


The  young  inventor  nodded. 

He  was  just  upon  the  point  of  striding  into  the  rooni 


t 


to  examine  the  valuables  wherf  they  all  heard  voices  out¬ 


side. 


I 


“This  way,  boys!  Here’s  the  place!”  cried  a  voice. 
“Hark !  Strangers !”  said  Frank. 

“That  voice !”  gasped  the  captain,  in  agitated  tones. 


i 


“What  of  it?” 


“It’s  Dan  Scott’s.” 

Everyone,  startled,  rushed  to  the  exit. 

Just  as  they  reached  it  and  Frank  darted  out,  they 
saw  a  band  of  a  dozen  men  rushing  toward  the  cave. 

The  leader  really  wa.s  their  old  enemy,  Scott.  'j 

He  had  his  old  syndicate  with  him  who  had  produced 
the  money  to  pay  for  the  expedition,  hut  the  sailors  were 
not  the  same  who  manned  the  Dragon. 

'Phen  the  truth  of  the  matter  flashed  across  Frank's 


mind. 


“'I'hey  sold  the  Dragon  in  the  East,  erossed  the  conti¬ 
nent  by  rail  to  California,  and  equipped  this  steamer,  Nancy 
Noon,  for  the  trip  here,”  Frank  muttered.  “And  having 
seen  the  Demon  in  the  air  and  located  where  she  descended, 
they  eame  here  and  now  know  where  the  treasure  lies.  If 
wo  wish  to  save  the  [lirate’s  gold  from  their  grasp  we  sliall 
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have  to  figlit  liard  for  it,  as  they  are  bound  to  bitterly  con¬ 
test  our  etiorts  to  get  it  aboard  the  Hying  machine.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

GATHEHING  IN  THE  THEASDRE. 

As  the  crew  of  the  Demon  made  their  appearance  at 
the  exit  of  the  cavern,  Scott's  men  paused. 

“Boys,  are  you  armed?”  asked  Frank. 

“I’ve  got  a  pistol,”  said  Barney. 

“And  so  have  I,”  added  Buntline. 

“Then  keep  them  at  bay.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

“Get  aboard  the  Demon  to  arm  myself  and  protect 
her.” 

“Look  out  dey  don't  shoot  yo’,”  advised  Pomp. 

“I’m  safe,  I  guess.” 

“The  first  one  who  tries  to  enter  here  will  get  shot,” 
said  Buntline  in  determined  tones.  “We  can  hold  it  against 
an  army.” 

Frank  dashed  for  the  Demon. 

As  Scott  saw  him,  he  yelled: 

“Halt!” 

Frank  refused  to  obey. 

"^Stop  or  I’ll  fire,”  continued  Scott,  furiously. 

Still  Frank  kept  on. 

Bang !  Bang ! 

The  bullets  whistled  dangerously  near  FranlFs  body,  but 
by  rare  good  fortune  they  missed  him. 

Scott  turned  and  faced  his  followers. 

“Drop  him!”  he  hissed. 

Every  man  in  the  party  was  armed,  and  everyone  raised 
his  pistol,  aimed  at  Frank’s  flying  body  and  fired. 

But  just  as  they  did  so  the  inventor  sprang  behind  the 
airship  and  it  shielded  him  from  the  bullets. 

He  quickly  got  aboard. 

As  he  banged  the  door  of  the  turret  shut  he  was  panting 
for  breath,  and  his  eyes  gleamed  with  anger. 

“So  they  have  no  scruples  about  murdering  people,  eh?” 
he  muttered.  “Well,  we’ll  see  if  I  can’t  teach  them  to 
behave.” 

He  peered  out  the  window. 

Seeing  that  they  could  not  bring  down  the  inventor,  some 
of  them  rushed  toward  the  Demon. 

At  a  distance  of  ten  paces  they  opened  fire  on  her,  but 
she  was  bullet  proof  and  they  did  her  no  injury. 

Frank  remained  uninjured. 

He  picked  up  a  rifle  and  returned  their  fire. 

a. 


The  young  inventor  did  not  shoot  to  kill,  but  every  time 
that  deadly  weapon  sent  fortli  a  shot,  a  man  fell,  so  badly 
wounded  he  thought  his  last  hour  had  come. 

In  alarm  they  all  retreated. 

Carrying  their  wounded  companions  with  them  they  got 
under  cover  as  quickly  as  possible. 

“That  takes  the  spunk  out  of  them,”  Frank  mused. 

He  then  sent  the  flying  machine  up  in  the  air,  and  she 
hung  over  the  place  where  the  crew  of  the  Nancy  Noon 
were. 

The  rascals  had  now  turned  their  attention  to  the  cave. 

As  Scott  realized  at  once  that  it  was  the  place  where 
the  treasure  was  hidden  he  lost  no  time  about  charging  on 
it,  for  he  argued  that  if  it  fell  into  his  power  Frank  w’ould 
not  be  able  to  wrest  it  from  him. 

Counting  upon  superior  numbers,  and  willing  to  sacrifice 
everything  to  gain  the  treasure,  the  gang  made  a  wild  rush 
for  the  cavern. 

The  captain  saw  them  coming. 

“An  attack !”  he  cried,  warningly. 

“Git  ready  ter  repel  them!”  hissed  Barney. 

“Fire,  old  fellow !” 

Bang ! 

Bang! 

The  two  pistols  barked  actively. 

Several  of  the  attacking  party  fell,  wounded. 

That  did  not  deter  the  rest  of  the  desperate  gang,  how¬ 
ever,  for  every  time  a  man  fell  there  were  others  savagely 
pressing  forward  to  fill  the  vacancy  in  the  ranks. 

“They  are  determined,  Barney.” 

“Arrah,  that  they  be,  captain.” 

“I’ve  only  got  two  shots  left.” 

“An’’ I’ve  got  wan.” 

“Have  you  any  cartridges?’’ 

“Not  one.” 

“That’s  too  bad,  for  I  have  none.” 

Bang! 

Bang! 

Bang! 

The  last  three  shots  were  fired  ! 

Three  men  dropped  in  their  tracks. 

But  the  others  firmly  pressed  ahead. 

It  looked  as  if  every  man  was  willing  to  give  up  his  life 
in  the  desperate  struggle  to  force  an  entrance. 

Barney  and  the  captain  were  now  powerless. 

Pomp  had  nothing  but  a  knife,  but  he  thought  of  the 
powder  that  remained  after  the  blast,  and  he  hastily  poured 
it  in  a  hole  in  the  floor,  piled  stones  on  it,  set  a  fuse  and 
lit  it. 
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“liuu  back!’’  he  gasped. 

His  companions  followed  him  into  the  cave. 

No  sooner  had  they  retreated  wlien  their  enemies  crowded 
in  the  cave  entrance. 

At  the  same  moment  tlie  powder  e.xploded  witli  a  roar 
like  a  gun,  the  broken  stones  tiew  in  all  directions  and  a 
fearful  chorus  of  yells  arose. 

Up  flared  a  wild  glare  and  a  dense  puff  of  smoke. 

The  three  friends  crouched  back  against  the  walls,  and 
some  of  the  flying  fragments  of  the  stone  hit  them. 

Luckily  no  one  was  badly  injured. 

The  attacking  party  retreated. 

Some  of  their  number  were  seriously  injured. 

“I  ain’t  got  no  gun,”  chuckled  Pomp,  “but  I  had  some¬ 
thing  much  better.” 

“You’re  a  trump,  for  you’ve  saved  us,”  said  the  captain, 
admiringly. 

“I  t’ink  so.” 

They  peered  out  the  entrance  and  saw  their  enemies 
hurrying  away  into  the  woods  with  their  wounded  friends. 

Just  then  Frank  let  a  bomb  drop  from  the  airship. 

It  exploded  near  Scott's  men  and  but  few  in  the  party 
now  remained  who  had  not  been  more  or  less  wounded. 

They  saw  where  the  bomb  came  from. 

It  filled  them  with  horror. 

All  knew  they  could  not  contend  with  the  airship., 

Despite  their  injuries  they  made  a  frantic  rush  for  the 
bay  to  get  aboard  their  craft  a.s  soon  as  possible. 

Frank  let  another  bomb  fly. 

Ho  wanted  to  keep  them  moving  along  and  succeeded. 

The  villains  did  not  pause  until  they  were  once  more 
aboard  the  steamer.  Frank  bad  filled  them  with  a  panic. 

Seeing  that  they  were  disposed  of  for  the  present  he  let 
down  the  airship. 

She  landed  directly  in  front  of  the  entrance  to  the  cave 
and  the  three  besieged  aeronauts  cheered  wildly. 

They  felt  safe  then. 

.\s  Frank  joined  them  Barney  cried: 

“By  thunder,  it  wuz  lucky  fer  us  as  yer  thought  ter  rai,se 
ther  Demon  up  in  ther  sky  and  pepper  'em!” 

“Fonldn't  you  hold  the  cave?!’ 

“Xo,”  n'plied  the  captain;  “our  ammunition  gave  out.” 

“Hood  gracious!” 

“Well,  <ley  atn  gone,”  saitl  Pomj),  “so  let’s  shift  de  treas¬ 
ure  aboard  de  Demon  before  dey  conu!  back.” 

’Pliey  ran  itdo  Ifu!  little  vault. 

'I’he  lantern’s  light  showed  them  the  pirate’s  hoard. 

Tin;  boxc.s  were  brimful  of  golden  money  and  rich  jew¬ 
elry  set  with  precious  .Tories. 


The  rest  of  the  packages  contained  rare  articles  of  brie- 
a-brac,  fine  velvets,  rich  tape.strie.s,  valuable  laces  and  in 
short,  all  manner  of  things,  of  immense  value. 

Our  friends  lost  no  time  transferring  them  to  the  Demon 
and  stowing  them  down  in  the  hold. 

She  was  heavily  laden,  but  was  quite  capable  of  carry¬ 
ing  the  treasure. 

When  the  task  was  completed,  Frank  said  to  Buntline: 

“The  beauty  and  value  of  this  trea.sure-trove  far  exceeds 
my  wildest  e.xpectations,  and  you  have  .shown  your  theory 
to  be  wonderfully  true  in  every  respect.” 

“I’m  glad  you  are  .satisfied.” 

“Now,  we  have  baffled  Scott,  I  think  I  shall  drive  the 
wretch  away  from  this  island.” 

“Oh,  he  is  past  doing  us  any  injury  now.” 

“Yes,  I  know;  but  then  1  wish  to  be  left  in  undisturbed  ^ 
possession  of  the  place,  so  that  we  can  renew  our  hunt  for 
the  lost  crew  of  the  Jennie  Jerome.” 

“You  seem  confident  they  are  still  on  this  island.” 

“I  am,  perfectly  so.” 

“Well,  if  we  can’t  find  all  of  them,  we  may  at  least  run 
across  the  injured  man  who  so  my.steriously  left  the  Demon,  ■ 
and  ascertain  from  him  the  fate  of  the  rest.” 

“That’s  exactly  my  plan.” 

Preparations  were  made  for  a*  .struggle  with  the  gjfiJLi 
of  the  Nancy  Noon,  and  shortly  afterward  the  Demon  shot 
high  up  in  the  air. 

Frank  remained  at  the  wheel. 

He  saw  the  steamer  lying  in  the  bay,  and  observed  some 
of  her  crew  upon  the  deck,  watching  the  Demon. 

Frank  smiled,  and  drove  the  flying  machine  toward  the 
steamer  and  his  friends  prepared  for  action. 


CH.\PTER  XII. 

IN  THE  ghosts’  den. 

I  hose  scoundrels  have  been  put  to  a  good  deal  of  hard¬ 
ship,  ((xjjcnsc  and  trouble  to  got  to  this  island,  but  their 
stay  here  will  bo  very  brief  and  perfectly  fruitless," 
1‘iank  to  his  companions,  as  the  Demon  sailed  out  over  the 
bay. 

“It  .show.s  you  the  result  of  doing  evil.”  replied  Cap¬ 
tain  Muntline,  prophetically.  “There’s  a  moral  in  that.  1' 
Bcoms  to  ,„c  that  f.eople  sc'hlom  do  wrong  l.ut  that  the  time 
comes  for  them  to  get  puni.shed  for  it,  .somehow  or  other." 

I  hat  8  true,”  said  Barney. 

'I’he  Demon  reached  the  steamer. 


[CoiitinurJ  on  j6.) 
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Frank  stopped  her  there. 

He  then  shouted  down: 

“Steamer  ahoy !” 

By  way  of  reply  about  ten  rifles  were  discharged  up  at 
the  airship,  and  the  bullets  came  pattering  against  her 
metal  hull  with  a  spiteful  sound. 

“Fools!”  Barney  exclaimed.  “They  canT  hurt  us  that 
way.” 

Frank  waited  until  the  firing  ceased. 

All  the  crew  had  gone  off  the  deck  of  the  Nancy  Noon. 

But  sure  that  they  could  hear  him,  Frank  cried: 

“Scott,  if  you  don’t  stop  that.  I’ll  drop  a  bomb  op  your 
craft.” 

Another  volley  interrupted  him. 

Frank’s  ire  rose. 

“Get  a  grenade!”  said  he  to  Barney. 

The  Celt  brought  one  from  the  storeroom. 

“Hero  it  is!”  he  said. 

“Js^ow  drop  it  down  on  the  steamer’s  deck.” 

“I  hopes  it’ll  hit  a  head.” 

He  let  the  bomb  fall. 

It  struck  the  vessel’s  planks  and  exploded. 

The  roar  that  followed  fairly  made  the  air  shake,  and 
the  yells  of  dismay  that  ensued  were  pitiful. 

Waiting  until  the  tumult  ceased,  Frank  cried  again : 

“Hey,  Scott!  Scott!” 

“Hello !”  came  the  surly  respomse. 

“If  you  don’t  peaceably  listen  to  me  and  obey  my  or¬ 
ders,  by  Heavens  I’ll  blow  you,  your  ship  and  your  crew 
to  pieces!” 

“For  mercy’s  sake,  don’t  bombard  us  again!” 

“Will  you  listen  to  me?” 

“Yes — yea.’* 

“Well,  in  the  first  place,  I  want  to  toll  you  that  we  got 
all  the  treasure  out  of  the  cave,  and  now  have  it  aboard 
here.” 

“So  I  expected,”  was  the  hitter  reply. 

“In  the  second  place,  it  is  beyond  your  reach  now.” 

“Of  that  I  feel  sure.” 

“In  the  third  place,  I  want  you  to  leave  this  island  at 
once,  as  you  have  no  particular  object  in  remaining  here, 
for  you  cannot  wreak  any  vengeance  upon  us  ns  long  as  we 
remain  up  in  the  air.” 

“I’ll  depart.” 

“At  once !” 

“Very  well.” 

“Bemcmber,  I’m  going  to  stay  aloft  and  watch  you.  If 
I  see  you  failing  to  obey  me,  the  result  will  be  terrible 
for  you.” 


No  reply  came  back.  ‘ 

But  presently^  Frank  saw  some  of  the  injured  sailors  coiik;  i  j 
up  on  deck,  raise  the  anchor  and  secure  it.  | 

Shortly  afterward  the  Nancy  Noon  sped  away.  ij 

She  headed  for  the  north,  and  she  kept  receding  fremijj 
view  until  she  finally  disappeared  in  the  distance.  j 

Frank  watched  till  she  was  gone. 

“That’s  the  end  of  her,”  he  remarked  dryly. 

“Her  call  was  short  hut  sour,”  laughed  Buntline. 
“Scott  will  not  trouble  us  again.” 

“He  may  wait  for  us  to  return  to  port.” 

“  Oh,  after  his  murderous  attack  upon  us  he  would  pot 
dare  seek  redress  in  the  courts,  and  I  feel  quite  confident 
that  he  would  not  make  another  personal  attack  upon  us, . 
as  by  so  doing  he  might  get  burnt  worse  than  he  is  now.” 
Everyone  laughed. 

They  all  felt  glad  to  get  rid  of  Scott. 

The  airship  remained  aloft  till  the  next  day. 

Frank  then  told  his  companions  that  he  was  going  to 
spend  a  few  more  days  there  hunting  for  the  lost  crew  of 
the  Jennie  Jerome,  and  in  trying  to  find  out  more  about  jhe 
ghosts. 

Once  he  had  these  two  mysteries  solved  he  would  feel 
quite  content  to  depart  for  home  and  face  the  court  of  jgw 
for  their  attack  upon  Scott.  n  i 

The  rest  agreed  readily  enough  to  this  plan,  and  i^en 
Frank  asked : 

“Pomp,  do  you-  think  you  could  show  me  where  one 
of  those  concealed  entrances  are  that  lead  to  the  subter¬ 
ranean  passages  under  the  island  through  which  you  said  the  i 
ghosts  carried  you  at  the  time  you  were  abducted  ?”  j 

“Fo’  sure  I  can,”  replied  the  coon.  “Why?”  j 

“Because  I  want  to  explore  them.”  j 

“Dat  am  too  dangerous.”  ' 

“Oh,  1 11  take  you  and  Barney  with  me.”  i 

“Dat  am  safer.” 

“Now,  where  shall  I  land  the  Demon?” 

Near  dat  village  where  I  was  tooken.” 

“\cry  well.  Captain,  I’m  going  to  leave  you  in  car#  of 
the  airship.” 

‘  Just  as  you  like,”  as.sentod  Buntline. 

A  few  momenta  later  the  Demon  landed, 
hrank  and  his  two  com])anions  thereupon  heavily  aripcd'; 
theiusclves,  and  each  took  a  lantern, 

I  oinp  then  showed  him  a  spot  where  he  had  only  to  liff 
a  flat  stone  in  the  ground  to  reveal  a  dark  tunnel. 

Without  the  slightest  hesitation  Frank  went  down  a  flifidli 
of  stone  step.s,  holding  Iho  lantern  in  one  hand  and 
pistol  in  the  other.  His  coninaniona  followed. 
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They  found  theiuKolvos  in  a  narrow  tunnel. 

Turning  to  the  left  they  followed  it  toward  the  seashore. 

As  Frank  went  along  he  narrowly  e.xaniined  it  and,  ft) 
his  surprise,  he  found  that  it  had  been  excavated  by  the 
hand  of  man. 

It  was  about  six  feet  deep  by  three  wide. 

After  a  sliort  walk  they  encountered  numerous  flights 
of  stairs,  which  led  them  into  diiferent  houses  in  the  pirates’ 
village. 

Each  entrance  was  artfully  concealed. 

At  the  end  of  the  tunnel  they  found  themselves  going  up 
in  the  lighthouse  between  its  walls,  and  in  the  inner  wall 
were  several  well-hidden  trapdoors. 

“Here’s  where  the  ghosts  went  to  elude  me,”  said  Frank, 
grimly. 

“It  looks  to  me,”  said  Barney,  “as  if  ole  Commodore 
Wild  had  these  exits  made  fer  places  av  concealment, 
or  escape,  in  case  he  wuz  attacked.” 

“Just  my  own  idea  of  it,”  assented  Frank. 

“Let’s  go  back,”  sugge.sted  Pomp. 

They  retraced  their  footsteps. 

The  passage  had  numerous  branches  shooting  off  in  va¬ 
rious  directions. 

Numberless  exits  were  discovered  all  along  the  route,  and 
some  opened  into  clumps  of  bushes,  others  into  hollow 
^"lErees,  still  others  among  the  rocks,  and  not  a  few  in  the 
bare  ground. 

In  due  tifne  our  friends  reached  a  wooden  door. 

The  hinges  were  so  rusted  it  was  easily  opened,  and  they 
emerged  into  a  big  cavern. 

Here,  to  their  surprise,  numerous  torches  were  found 
blazing,  there  were  a  large  number  of  beds  of  leaves,  a  fire 
was  burning  in  the  middle  of  the  place  and  the  floor  was 
littered  with  cooking  utensils,  clothing,  tools  and  a  large 
•assortment  of  ship  chandlery. 

Strangest  of  all,  though,  there  lay  the  sailor,  Ealph 
Howard,  who  had  so  mysteriously  disappeared  from  the 
Demon. 

He  started  up  with  a  startled  cry  as  our  friends  entered, 
and  gave  them  a  most  unwelcome  look. 

“By  Jove!”  gasped  Frank.  “See  whom  we  have  here.” 

“Good  Lor’ !”  said  Barney.  “You’re  a  nice  spalpeen  to 
j  sneak  away  from  ther  airship  ther  way  yer  did,  and  leave 
ns  all  a-wonderin’  how  yer  managed  it.” 

The  sailor  did  not  say  a  word. 

Frank  strode  up  to  him. 

^‘Say,  Howard,”  said  he,  “don’t  you  know  me?” 

“Yes,  sir,”  replied  the  other;  “you  are  ilr.  Reade.” 

‘  “Well,  you  don’t  seem  glad  to  see  me.” 


“I’hat's  true,  sir.” 

“But  don’t  you  know  I  fitted  out  my  new  airship  to  come 
all  this  distance  to  save  you  and  tlie  rest  of  the  crew  of 
the  Jennie  Jerome  and  take  you  safely  home?” 

“I'm  sorry  you  did  it,  sir.” 

“What !”  cried  Frank,  in  amazement.  “  Is  this  a  show  of 
the  basest  ingratitude  or  have  you  got  a  hidden  reason  for 
talking  so  ?” 

“No,  no,  sir,”  hastily  replied  the  sick  man,  in  earnest 
tones.  “I  am  not  ungrateful,  for  I  realize  how  kind  and 
generous  it  was  of  you.  But  at  the  same  time  I'm  very 
sorry  you  came  here.  I  am,  indeed.” 

“For  what  reason?” 

“Well,  sir.  I’d  rather  not  say.” 

Barney  and  Pomp  were  amazed,  and  Frank  was  not  a 
little  astonished  at  this  unexpected  reply. 

He  glanced  at  the  .sailor  searchingly  a  moment  and  asked  : 

“So  you  would  sooner  have  been  left  here  to  your  fate 
than  to  have  been  rescued  and  taken  safely  home  to  your 
family  and  friends,  eh?” 

“I  would,  indeed,  sir,”  was  the  earnest  reply,  and  Frank, 
Barney  and  Pomp  had  their  surprise  increased. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

“Am  dat  feller  looney?”  asked  Pomp. 

“No,”  answered  Howard,  with  a  faint  smile;  “I'm  per¬ 
fectly  sane.” 

“Where  are  your  messmates?”  demanded  Frank, 
sharply. 

“They  are  on  the  island,  sir.” 

“And  are  all  alive  and  well?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Do  thej'  share  your  singular  views?” 

“They  do,  indeed.” 

“Well,  this  is  the  strangest  thing  on  record.” 

“There  is  nothing  very  strange  in  it.” 

“Will  you  explain  what  motive  prompts  you  to  wish  to 
remain  upon ‘‘this  island?” 

The  man  pondered  a  moment. 

Finally  he  said,  in  hesitating  tones: 

“I'll  tell  you  under  one  condition.” 

“Name  it.” 

“That  you  will  promise  not  to  interfere  with  us.” 

“I’ll  swear  to  it,  if  neces.sary.” 

“Well,  you  are  all  three  rich  men,  and  people  of  the 
highest  character,”  said  Ralph  Howard,  slowly,  “so  I  don’t 
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see  why  I  should  liesitate  to  tell  you  all.  I’m  sure  you  I 
would  not  interfere  with  iis  in  our  pursuit  of  wealth.” 

“Certainly  not,”  promptly  answered  Frank.  “If  it  is 
a  pursuit  for  riches  that  keeps  j’ou  here.  But  I  do  not 
very  well  understand  how  you  can  get  wealthy  on  this  little 
island  with  no  apj^arent  resources.” 

“Well,  we  can  get  rich  here,  and  enormously  rich,  too. 
But  I  think  before  1  go  into  details  I  had  better  call  some 
of  my  messmates  in  and  consult  with  them,  sir.” 

“Do  so,  by  all  means.  1  would  Ixi  glad  to  see  them.” 

The  sailor  nodded,  picked  up  a  hand-bell  and  rang  it. 

A  few  moments  afterward  there  rushed  into  .the  cave  from 
the  different  passages  a  number  of  theighosts. 

Upon  seeing  Prank’s  part}^  they  paused. 

“Hold  on!”  cried  Howard.  “It’s  Mr.  Eeade.  Throw 
off  those  suits.” 

And  instantly  the  alleged  ghosts  obeyed. 

They  flung  off  the  queer  white  duck  costumes  they  had 
been  wearing  and  stood  revealed,  human  beings  in  every 
sense. 

Frank  recognized  them  as  some  of  the  crew  of  the  Jen¬ 
nie  Jerome,  and  without  saying  a  word  to  them  he  strode 
forward,  and  picking  up  one  of  the  costumes  he  examined 

it. 

He  now  saw  that  the  material  was  steeped  in  a  liquid 
of  pho.sphorus,  which  gave  it  the  unearthly  glow  it  had. 

A  short  laugh  escaped  the  inventor. 

“It’s  a  clever  disguise,”  he  commented,  “and  the  ar¬ 
rangement  of  these  underground  passages  gave  you  the  ad¬ 
vantage  of  practicing  your  ghostly  roles  to  perfection.  But 
1  do  not  see  how  you  withstood  the  shots  I  fired  at  you.” 

“They  didn’t;  several  of  them  are  wounded,”  said  How¬ 
ard,  in  grim  tones.  “But  to  sustain  the  ])arts  they  were 
playing  they  dared  not  let  on  how  badly  they  were  hurt.” 

“It  required  great  fortitude,”  said  Frank,  “and  the  ob¬ 
ject  they  had  to  stand  it  must  have  been  great.  Now,  tell 
me  wliy  you  fellows  have  been  i)laying  gliost  here?” 

“Our  object  was  jirincipally  to  strike  terror  to  the  souls 
of  all  seamen  and  thus  kee])  them  aloof  from  this  i.sland. 
Tlie  same  apj)lies  to  the  native  savages  of  the  neighbor¬ 
ing  islands.  Both  they  and  the  crews  of  many  ships  that 
pass  this  way,  hold  this  island  in  horror.  They  think  it  is 
haunted.  Wc  made  them  think  so.” 

“And  now  for  your  reason  in  all  this.” 

“Shall  1  tell  him,  lads?” 

“.■\v,  ay,”  aiiswensl  the  sailors. 

“Well,  sir,  as  I  see  we  couldn’t  frighten  you  away  as 
we  did  everyone  else.  I’ll  fell  you.  You  know  already  how 
yur  ship  was  yreckud  am|  how  we  gotjiere.” 


“I  do,”  replied  Frank.  “Proceed.”  ^  1 

“Well,  we  got  here  right  after  the  pirates  were  poisoned,'! 
found  the  barrel  of  phosphorus  and  raised  the  mischief  with  ' 
two  men  who  survived  the  poisoning 

“That  was  Buntline  and  Scott,”  said  Frank. 

“They  finally  left  the  island,  and  we  in  the  meantime  i 
had  discovered  these  subterranean  passages.  More— we 
found  a  most  valuable  gold  deposit  on  the  i.sland  and  have 
been  quietly  mining  it  ever,  since,  and  each  man  is  amass-  ■ 
ing  a  huge  fortune.” 

“  I  see,”  said  F rank. 

“We  always  played  the  ghost  trick  whenever  anyone  came' 
here,”  said  Howard.  “We  did  it  to  frighten  them  away 
so  they  would  not  discover  our  secret  and  try  to  kill  and  rob 
us.  And  our  method  worked  like  a  charm.’’ 

“I  should  say  it  must  have,’’  laughed  Frank,  “for  you 
frequently  puzzled  me  a  great  deal.  One  thing  now  strikes  ' 
me.  Why  did  you  never  leave  a  trail?” 

“Because  each  man  is  in  his  bare  feet.” 

“  And  how  came  you  to  vanish  from  the  Demon?” 

“  One  of  my  companions  found  me  there  and  carried 
me  away,  fearing  I  might  divulge  our  secret  to  you.” 

“You  all  feared  me?” 

“We  nlade  no  more  exception  with  yon  than  anyone  else, 
although  we  knew  you  as  one  of  our  ship’s  owners.” 

“Another  question.  Why  was  the  colored  man  abducted?’’ 

“Simply  to  enforce  our  rule.  We  were  going  to  hold  him 
as  a  hostage  and  threaten  you  wdth  his  destruction  if  you 
did  not  promise  to  instantly  leave  the  island.” 

“Was  that  a  bluff?” 

“Of  course  it  was.” 

“What  arc  your  intentions  now?” 

“In  a  month  we  are  going  to  cease  our  operations  here, 
and  two  of  us  are  going  to  take  passage  in  the  first  ship 
that  comes  this  way  to  get  back  to  civilization.  There  a  i 
ship  will  be  chartered  to  come  here  and  pick  us  up,  w'ith  our 
cargo  of  gold,  and  carry  us  home.  There  we  will  divide 
our  gains  and  then  di.spcrse.” 

“Was  it  you  who  buried  the  liodies  of  the  dead  pirates' 

“Yes—soon  after  we  fouml  them.” 

“Well,  said  h'rank,  “we’ve  solved  the  mystery  of  Phan¬ 
tom  Island,  ami  1  am  satisfied,  if  you  are,  to  leave  ynn  , 
hero.”  j 

“W’e  prefer  (o  remain.”  I 

I  hen  we  will  tak('  our  departure.” 

Very  well,  sir;  we  can  count  on  your  secrecy?” 

“W’e  will  never  divulge  your  soeri>t.” 

.After  some  further  eunversatioli  Frank  and  his  friends 
look  leave  of  the  sailors  and  departed. 


I: 


THE  DEMON  OF  THE  CI.OUDS. 


29 


When  they  joined  the  captain  and  told  luni  all  they  ha<l 
,  ^vercd,  his  aniazeinont  was  intense. 

There  was  nothing  furtlier  to  keep  them  on  Phantom 
slanil,  so  our  friemis  prepared  for  the  journey  home. 

On  the  following  day  they  departed. 

K.  An  uneventful  journey  followed  and  in  due  time  they 
mehed  Keadestowzi  and  disposed  of  the  treasure. 

The  laKge  sum  thus  realized  was  divided  among  the  four, 
id  Captain  Buntline  took  leave  of  our  friends. 

He  never  heard  or  saw  anything  of  the  erew  of  the  Fly- 
ig  Dutchman,  who  had  evidently  escaped  from  the  pirates’ 
Jand  in  the  pirates  ship,  nor  did  he  ever  hear  or  see  any- 
■jj,  sing  of  Scott  and  his  syndicate  again. 

•  Frank  was  not  arrested  on  Scott's  charge,  as  the  matter 
ad  been  dropped,  and  Barney  and  Pomp  w'ere  soon  en- 
again  at  building  a  new  invention. 


The  author  has  a  new  story  in  prepanition  about  wliat 
befell  the  three  friends  with  the  new  contrivance,  so  for  the 
present  we  will  jjart  with  Frank  and  Barney  and  Pomp. 

THE  END. 
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For  Sale  by  All  Newsdealers,  or  Will  Be  Sent  to  Any  Address  on  Receipt  of  Price  by 

^RANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher.  ^  ^  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


These  Books  Tell  You  Everything!  , 


A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  A  EEGELAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 


EaA  book  rx>nsists  of  eixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  cover,  i 
Most  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that  any 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subjecti  ^ 
mentioned. 


THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  BE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANT  ADDRESS’ 
FROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  P'OR  TWENTY-FIVF  ' 
. .  .  “  e.  N.Yr 


GENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square, 


MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
diseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
a  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
I<ao  Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 


HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE. — Containing  valuable  and  in- 
•tructive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
leading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 


SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
bunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  bunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  Sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in- 
atructions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  Uie  horse.  Describing  the  moat  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  post  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  al.so  the  true  memi- 
Ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  'FELL  FORTUNES. — Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  'TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  TUB  HAND.- 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,-  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustratsd.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  l)oy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
in  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — ’The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructi\-c  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
Instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  cxiTcisos. 
Embracing  thirty-five  Illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  handv  and  useful  t»ook. 

No.  .34.  HOW  ’FO  FENCE. — Contalninjt  full  instnictlon  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  tlie  bnjadsword  ;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  beat 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  51.  now  'FO  DO  'FltlCKS  WITH  GAUDS. — Con-tmining 
explanations  of  the  general  pririciplee  of  alelght-of-hsnd  applicalile 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
slelght-oMiand  ;  of  tricks  Involving  sleight-of-liand,  or  Uio  use  of 
specially  prsnaruU  card*.  By  Professor  Uaffner.  Illustrated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WI’TH  CARDS.— E4i 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  'FO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.- 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurof • 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrate ' ' 


MAGIC. 

No.  Z  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic  ai  f 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  tlie  leading  card  tricl 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  1  ( 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  boo  ‘ 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct.  t 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.- Heller’s  second  sigl 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  bo 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried,on  between  tlie  magician  and  tt  ; 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  ool . 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight.  ;■ 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN,— Containing  f 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  t 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  o 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemic 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  6i).  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OP  j^AND.— Containing  ovt. 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contaie 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Andersof' 
No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  ft: 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  imd  devices  of  many  kinds.  I  a 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showin 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  J 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated.  £' 

No.  75.  HOW  'TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Contse,  f 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Ej>;'  I 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson.  a 


No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  'FHE  BLACK  ART.— ContaininTa  ^ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hat 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderst  - 

IlliiatrntsrI  t- 


MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  btj 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  th( 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optk 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  publisbe 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing fl  r. 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  e ; 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  togeth ' 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  now  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Ft  ~ 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  .Eolian  Harp,  Xyl 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  4, 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  4 
modem  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  FiUgvnk 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines.  t 

No.  60.  now  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Gontalnif 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  Its  history  and  invstitid 
Also  full  dire<-tion8  for  Its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomei. 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  'FO  DO  MEOHANIOAL  TRICKS.— Containli 
romplete  instructions  for  porforming  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricl  l 
By  A.  Anderaou.  Fully  illustrated. 


LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  mo«f 
plete  little  hook,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-lette 
iind  when  to  iw  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  young  8°^,? 

No  12.  HOW  TO  WRn'E  LK'TFERS  TO  LAtllES.— Ol’j 
coinpIet«*  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladioa  on  all  subject 
rIho  letters  of  Introduction,  notes  find  requests. 

No.  Jl.  HOW  TO  WHITE  LE^rPEUsS  TO  (JENTLEME^ 
(yontnimng  full  dire<*tlon8  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subj^ 
uIm  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  M  HOW  TO  Wlin’E  LEIWERS— A  wonderful  I'® 
iMx.k,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  aweetheart,  your  f*^ 
niothcr,  Bister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and*" 
Ixsly  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every 


,  . ..y  "'very  young  man  ana  eiviy 

lady  in  the  land  rtioiild  have  this  book. 

.  WRITE  LF/ITERS  CORRFXYTLY.--^ 

VI4IIVITV9  villi  ?«•  __ 


*  ■  I  #111  »»  I  rj  I.Ti  1  I  CalVtS  V/ljnurAy  I  i-" 

tinning  lull  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  auu^ 
also  rules  for  punctuatloa  ud  cowiKMtUon,  with  specimen  !«"■ 


r 


>  THB  STAGE. 

No.  41.  THB  BOYS  OF  NKW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
JOOK. — ^ataining  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
Df.  loat  famous  eud  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
,/his  wonderful  little  book. 

j^No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
^ntaining  a  varieil  assortment  of  stump  spoeohes,  Negro,  Dutch 
nd  Irish.  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse- 
pajent  and  amateur  shows. 

Na  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
v'.iND  JOKE  BOOK. — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
‘■‘oy  shouid  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
anizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  C5.  MULDOON’S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
y“‘iDke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
«ntains  a  largo  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
r.„  Terrance  Muidoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
^S'be  day.  Everv  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
'“^ibiain  a  copv  Immediatelv. 

No.  79.  liOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com- 
ilete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
itage;  together  with  the  duties  or  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
1  yjcenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager, 
ttc^  No,  80.  OU8  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  the  lat- 
**  ^  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
-■>eTer  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
nlored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

fj  HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
'  ^'fnll  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
)r  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
S  lowers  at  homo.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 
t  bhed. 

No.  30.  now  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
I  '■*  cooking  ever  published.  If  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
.  Jab,  game,  and  oysters:  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  moat  popular 

:  ♦’As. 

itjj  No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
•.-> rverybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
:  inake  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
.  l^ttckets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birdii. 


ELECTRICAL. 

5ri  No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de- 
Sr'Jption  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
e,  lU  oher  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 

F  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 

HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.- Con- 
jj^ining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
^rs.fioil8,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 

■'  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS,— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  nectrical  tricks, 
rcogetber  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

pU  ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
4'Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi- 
[t'-tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
'fgreatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

Xj  No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
■f  Very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
nt  of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
tnfor  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  bool  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
ntAook,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
ni^ckgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
liniths  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
ric*nd  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Orib- 
bage.  Casino,  Fortv-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sanebo,  Draw  Poker, 
coAuetion  Pitch,  All  Pours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun- 
j.dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
:iT, complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

^  ETIQUETTE. 

;>•  No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT ;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
t-i*  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
llll  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

p  No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
jtjiof  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap- 
[  5iipearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
in  the  drawing-room. 

jt  DECLAMATION. 

2T.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

,(/ TrUontaining  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
diai^t,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
With  many  standard  readings. 

PRICE  10  CENTS-  EACH, 

SEI.  Fttblishery  S4  Union 


No.  31.  now  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containlnf  foar- 
teeu  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becom* 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  ana  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  ar# 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fau,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  it 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  Is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsoma 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruo 
tloiis  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  In  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
iiow  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  ail  popular  squart 
dances. 

No.  6.  now  TO  MAKE  LOVE— A  complete  guide  to  lova, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquetta 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  Instruction  In  tha 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  tha 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECO.ME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Bead  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  T.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  Illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  89.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POUXTRY.  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illuo- 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAP,S.— Including  hinU 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birdi. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming;  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets :  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  In¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  fteatisc  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Thia 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-croam,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  19.— FRANK  TOT'SRY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  the 
ofticial  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hack 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
It  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handv  books  pablished 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOCR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies,  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “IIow  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet." 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  OADET.— Complete  In¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  Qnstruction.  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
shouid  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  "Navy.  Com¬ 
piled  and  written  by  Ln  Senarens,  author  of  "How  to  Becoma 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 
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32  PAGES.  PRICE  5  CENTS.  32  PAGB 

EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVER. 

All  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  Wild  West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  author 
acquainted.  His  daring  deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed.  They  form  the  base  of  i 
most  dashing  stories  ever  published. 

Bead  the  following  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine  and  be  convinced: 

LATEST  issues: 


40  Young  Wild  West's  Dash  for  Iilfe ;  or,  A  Ride  that  Saved  a 

Town. 

41  Young  Wild  West's  Big  Pan  Out :  or,  The  Battle  for  a  Silver  Mine. 

42  Young  Wild  West  ana  the  Charmed  Arrow;  or,  The  White  Lily  of 

the  Kiowas. 

43.  Young  Wild  West's  Great  Round  Up :  or,  Corraling  the  Ranch 
Raiders. 

44  Young  Wild  West's  Rifle  Rangers ;  or.  Trailing  a  Bandit  King. 

45  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Russian  Duke ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on 

Mountain  and  Plain. 

46  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Rio  Grande ;  or.  Trapping  the  Mexican 

Coiners. 

47  Young  Wild  West  and  Sitting  Bull ;  or.  Saving  a  Trosp  of  Cavalry. 

48  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Texas  Trailers:  or,  Roping  In  the  Horse 

Thieves. 

4l>  Young  Wild  West's  Whirlwind  Riders :  or.  Chasing  the  Border 
Thugs 

50  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Danltes ;  or.  Arietta’s  Great  Peril. 

51  Young  Wild  West  in  the  Shadow  of  Death ;  or.  Saved  hy  a  Bed 

Man's  Bullet. 

52  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Arizona  Boomers ;  or.  The  Bad  Men 

of  Bullet  Bar. 

53  Young  Wild  West  After  the  Claim-Jumpers ;  or.  Taming  a  Tough 

Town.  . 

54  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Prairie  Pearl ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  No 

Man’s  Ranch.  ,  ..... 

55  Young  Wild  West  on  a  Crooked  Trail ;  or.  Lost  on  the  Alkali 

ITosGrt 

58  Young  wild  West  and  the  Broken  Bowie;  or.  The  Outlaws  of 
Yellow  Fork.  „ 

57  Young  Wild  West’s  Running  Fight:  or.  Trapping  the  Reds  and 

Renegades. 

58  Young  Wild  West  and  His  Dead  Shot  Band;  or,  the  Smugglers 

of  the  Canadian  Border. 

59  Young  Wild  West’s  Blind  Ride ;  or.  The  Treasure  Trove  of  the 

Yellowstone.  _  ,  „  .  _  „ 

60  Young  Wild  West  and  the*  Vigilantes ;  or.  Thinning  Out  a  Hard 

61  Young  wild  West  on  a  Crimson  Trail ;  or.  Arietta  Among  the 

Apaches. 

62  Young  Wild  West  and  ‘'Gilt  Edge  611" ;  or,  Touching  up  the 

63  Young  Wild  West’s  Reckless  Riders;  or.  After  the  Train  Wreck- 

ers. 

64  Young  Wild  West  at  Keno  Gulch ;  or,  The  Game  That  Was  Never 

1^1  ay  ed 

65  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Man  from  the  East ;  or.  The  Luck  that 

Found  the  liOst  Lode.  i 

66  Your«  Wild  West  In  the  Grand  Canyon;  or,  A  Finish  Fight  Wlthi 

Outlaws. 


67  Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Wyoming  Wolves’’ ;  or.  Arietta’s  H 

derful  Nerve. 

68  Young  Wild  West’s  Dangerous  Deal ;  or.  The  Plot  to  Flood  a  Sll 

Mine. 

69  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Purple  Plumes ;  or,  Cheyenne  Chart 

Close  Call. 

70  Young  Wild  West  at  "Coyote  Camp"  ;  or.  Spoiling  a  Lyndllng  Bi  1 

71  Young  Wild  West  the  Lasso  King :  or,  The  Crooked  C 

"Straight"  Ranch. 

72  Young  Wild  West’s  Game  of  Chance ;  or.  Saved  by  Arietta. 

73  Young  Wild  West  and  "Cayuse  Kitty ;  or.  The  Queen  of  the  Bi 

cbo  Busters. 

74  Young  Wild  West’s  Steady  Hand;  or,  The  Shot  that  Mail 

Million. 

75  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Piute  Princess ;  or.  The  Trail  that  I 

to  the  Lost  Land. 

76  Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Carnival ;  or.  The  Roundup  at  it 

Ing  Ranch. 

77  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Girl  In  Green  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  at  ii 

ver  Plume.  | 

78  Young  Wild  West’s  Long-Range  Shot ;  or.  Arietta’s  Ride  for  U 

79  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Stranded  Show ;  or.  Waking  the  Pnii 

Pilgrims.  I 

80  Young  Wild  West’s  Life  at  Stake ;  or.  The  Strategy  of  Arietta' 

81  Young  Wild  West’s  Prairie  Pioneers;  or.  Fighting  the  Way  to j' 

Golden  Loop.  ■ 

82  Young  Wild  West  and  Nevada  Nan ;  or.  The  Wild  Girl;>  f 

Sierras. 

83  Young  Wild  West  In  the  Bad  Lands ;  or.  Hemmed  in 

84  Young  Wild  West  at  Nugget  Flats;  or.  Arietta’s  StreakT 

85  Young  Wild  West’s  Grizzly  Hunt ;  or.  The  Rival  Rangers  o! 

Rockies. 

86  Young  Wild  West’s  Buckskin  Brigade ;  or,  Helping  the  Can 

men. 

87  Young  Wild  West  at  Magic  Mark ;  or.  Showing  Them  bow  to  B 

the  Camp. 

88  Young  Wild  West’s  Duel  With  Death  ;  or.  Arietta  to  the  KescM 

89  Young  W^ild  W’est’s  Cowboy  Band;  or.  The  Tune  They  Played  In  Ds 

wood. 

90  Young  Wild  West’s  Indian  Scout;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Pawnee  MaS. 

91  Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Salt^”  Mine;  or.  The  Double  Game  (»■ 

Million. 

92  Young  Wild  West's  Overland  Route;  or.  The  Masked  Band  of  D* 

Pass. 

93  Young  Wild  West’s  Iron  Grip;  or.  Settling  a  Cowboy  Feud. 

94  Young  Wild  West's  Lemt  Chance;  or.  Arietta's  Narrow  Kscaoe, 
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adventures  of  the  famous  inventor,  with  his  marvellous 
ordinarv  submarine  boats.  Each  number  is  a  rare  treat. 
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Flank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Prairie  Whiriwind;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the 
Hidden  Canyon. 

Around  the  Horizon  for  Ten  Thousand  Miles;  or,  Frank  Reade, 
Jr.'s  Most  Wonderful  Trip. 

Lost  In  the  Atlantic  Valley;  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  and  his  Won¬ 
der.  tile  "Dart." 

Frank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Desert  Explorer;  or,  The  Underground  City 
of  the  Sahara. 

Lost  In  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.'s  Great 
Trip  with  the  "Scud." 

I.’nder  tlie  .\innzon  for  a  Thousand  Miles. 

Frank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Clipper  of  tlie  I’ralric;  or.  Fighting  tiie  Apaches 
In  the  Southwest. 

The  Chase  of  a  Comet;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.'s  Aerial  Trip  with 
the  "Flash." 

Across  the  Frozen  Sea;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.'s  Electric  Snow  Cut¬ 
ter. 

Frank  Reade  Jr.'s  Electric  Buckhoard ;  or.  Thrilling  .Adventures  in 
North  .Australia. 

Around  the  .Arctic  Circle;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.'s  Famous  Flight 
With  His  -Air  Ship. 

Frank  Reade  Jr.'s  Search  for  the  Silver  Whale;  or,  Under  the 
Ocean  in  the  Electric  "Dolphin." 

Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  and  His  Electric  Car;  or,  Outwitting  a  Desperate 
Gang. 

To  the  End  of  the  Earth  ;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.'s  Great  Mid-.Alr 
Flight. 

The  Missing  Island  ;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  A’oyage  Under  the  Sea. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  in  Central  India;  or,  the  Search  for  the  Lost 
Savants. 

Prank  Reade,  Jr.  Fighting  the  Terror  of  the  Coast. 

100  Miles  Below  the  Surface  of  the  Sea;  or.  The  Marvelous  Trip 
of  Frank  Reade,  Jr. 

Abandoned  in  Alaska  ;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Thrilling  Search  for 
a  Lost  Gold  Claim. 

P’rank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Twenty-Five  Thousand  Mile  Trip  in  the  Air. 

Under  the  Yellow  Sea;  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.'s  Search  for  the  Cave 
of  I’earls. 

From  the  Nile  to  the  Niger;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.  Lost  in  the 
•Soudan. 

The  Electric  Island;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Search  for  the  Greatest 
Wonder  on  Earth.  , 

The  Underground  Sea;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Subterranean  Cruise. 

From  Tropic  to  Tropic;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Tour  Wllh  His 
Bicycle  Car. 

Lost  in  a  Comet’s  Tall;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Strange  Adven¬ 
ture  With  His  Air-ship. 

Under  Four  Oceans;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.'s  Submarine  Chase  of 
a  "Sea  Devil." 

The  Mysterious  Mirage;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.'s  Desert  Search  for 
a  .Secret  City. 


01  Latitude  DO  Degrees;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Most  Wonderful  Mid  I 
.Air  Flight.  <  , 

62  Lost  in  the  Great  Undertow:  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  SubinirB! 

Cruise  in  the  Gulf  Stream.  -  ' 

03  Across  Australia  with  Frank  Reade,  Jr.  ;  or,  in  His  New  El^trli 
Car. 

04  Over  Two  Continents;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.'s  Long  Dist.Anc 
Flight. 

65  Under  the  Equator;  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Greatest  Submarla 
Voyage. 

00  Astray  in  the  Selvas;  or.  The  Wild  Experiences  of  Frank  Reail 
Jr.,  in  South  America. 

07  In  the  AVlId  Man’s  Land;  or.  With  Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  in  the  Ilea 
of  Australia. 

08  From  Coast  to  Coast:  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Trip  .Across  .Africa 
OD  Beyond  the  Gold  Coast;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Overland  Trip. 

70  Across  the  Earth  :  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Latest  Trip  with  His  XeiJ 

Air  Ship.  ", 

71  Six  AVeeks  Buried  in  a  Deep  Sea  Cave:  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Greii 

Submarine  Search. 

72  Across  the  Desert  of  Fire;  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Marvelous  '4  ’ 

in  a  Strange  Country. 

73  The  Transient  Lake;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Adventures  in  a 

terious  Country. 

74  The  Gaileon's  Gold  :  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.'s  Deep  Sea  Search. 

75  The  Lost  Caravan;  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  on  the  Staked  IMalns. 

70  Adrift  in  Asia  AA'lth  Frank  Reade.  Jr. 

77  Under  the  Indian  Ocean  With  Frank  Reade.  Jr. 

78  Along  the  Orinoco:  or.  With  Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  in  A^enezuela.' 

7D  The  Lost  Navigators:  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Mid-Air  Search. 

80  Six  Sunken  I’irates;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Marvelous  Adventure! 

in  the  Deep  Sea. 

81  The  Island  in  The  Air:  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Trip  to  theTrt..aica.,p.r 

82  In  White  Latitudes;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.'s  Ten  Thousand  MilipA '  rt 

83  Afloat  in  a  Sunken  Forest;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Subiiiariue 

84  The  Abandoned  Country;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  Exploring  a  NeivConi 

nen  t. 

8.5  Over  the  Orient:  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Travels  in  Turkey. 

86  The  Coral  Lahvrinth:  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr..  Lost  in  a  Deep  Sen  Cave. 

8  7  Through  the  Tropics;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Adventures  in  the  Grai 

Chaco. 

88  The  AVhite  Desert;  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Trip  to  the  Land  of  Tombs. 

89  1000  Fathoms  Deep;  or,  Witli  Frank  Reade.  Jr.  in  the  Sea  of  Gold. 

90  In  the  Black  Zone;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Quest  for  the  Mountain  ol 

Ivory. 

9 1  Tlie  Missing  Planet:  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Hunt  for  a  Fallen  Star. 

92  Tlie  Sunken  Isthmus:  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.  in  the  Yucatan  Channel. 

93  The  Black  Mogul;  or.  'I’hroiigh  India  with  Frank  Reade.  Jr. 

9  4  The  Demon  of  the  Clouds;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  and  the  Ghosts  of 

Phantoiii  Island. 
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